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PREFACE. 


The  accompanying  Letters  were  not  originally  written  with 
the  intention  of  being  pubUshed  in  a  book,  and  very  probably 
would  have  been  worse  written  if  they  had  been.  .  In  passing 
through  Italy,  one  is  constantly  subjected  to  sudden  and  great 
transitions  of  feeling.  The  "  classic  land"  and  the  "  home  of 
the  Ceesars,"  have  so  long  been  a  portion  of  the  scholar's 
dreams,  and  so  brightly  colored  with  his  own  feehngs,  that 
the  very  matter-of-fact  objects  that  stare  him  in  the  face,  when 
,,  he  is  expecting  some  hallowed  monument  of  the  past,  will  of- 
■  ^  ten  quite  upset  his  gravity,  and  compel  him  to  laugh,  where 
s^  he  thought  to  have  been  serious  and  reflective.  It  has  been 
1  my  effort  in  these  Letters  to  give  a  faithful  transcript  of  my 
feelings,  in  all  these  sudden  transitions.  To  some  there  may 
often  appear  too  much  Hghtness  and  frivoHty.  For  ourselves, 
we  hke  to  have  a  man  give  himself  in  his  travels — we  wish 
to  hear  him  soliloquizing — and  we  read  his  book  not  to  learn 
that  he  can  be,  or  is,  a  very  serious  and  profound  man,  but  to 
know  how  things  struck  him — ^that  is,  travel  with  him. 
Amid  the  new  and  exciting  scenes  that  constantly  meet  trav- 
ellers, in  perhaps  a  hurried  passage  over  a  country,  they  can- 
not, and  do  not,  have  the  views  and  feehngs  so  often  given, 
for  appearance^  sake,  as  their  honest  ones. 


vi  PREFACE. 


Our  purpose  has  been  to  let  others,  if  possible,  look  through 
our  eyes ;  and  whether  we  have  succeeded  or  not,  or  whether 
they  would  have  obtained  a  very  interesting  view  if  they  did, 
we  leave  the  reader  to  judge.  Descriptions  of  galleries  of  art, 
paintings,  etc.,  have  been  avoided,  as  possessing  interest  to  those 
only  who  have  travelled  over  the  same  ground,  and  become 
familiar  with  the  details  necessary  to  make  those  descriptions 
clear.  We  have  attempted,  also,  to  give  some  idea  of  the 
condition  of  the  inhabitants,  especially  of  the  lower  classes, 
as  they  are  topics  seldom  referred  to  in  passing  over  the  most 
classic  land  on  the  globe. 

It  was  designed  at  first  to  publish  these  Letters  in  numbers, 
and  the  first  number  was  issued,  but  the  plan  was  immedi- 
ately abandoned,  and  the  pubhcation  of  the  remainder  de- 
ferred till  the  whole  could  be  issued  in  a  volume.  The  first 
number  embraced  only  Genoa  and  a  portion  of  Naples — the 
least  interesting  part  of  Italy.  Rome,  Florence,  Milan,  the 
provinces,  etc.,  are  included  in  the  remainder. 
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LETTERS    FROM   ITALY 


LETTER  I. 

A  Voyage  to  Italy — Sea-Sickness — Squalls — A  Man  Lost  Overboard — Peiil 

of  the  Crew. 

At  Sea,  Sept.  15,  1842. 

Dear  E. — Why  not  begin  my  letter  at  sea  ?  It  is  now  no 
more  travel-worn  than  Arabia  Petra3a.  I  hate  this  skipping  over 
the  ocean  as  "  not  worth  mentioning"  to  burst  on  the  reader  from 
the  middle  of  some  Continent. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day  when  we  left  New  York,  but  it  did  seem 
cruel  that  you  were  not  there  to  bid  me  good-bye.  The  laughter 
and  mirth  amid  which  my  fancy  painted  you,  your  wife,  and 

cousin  A at  Saratoga,  seemed  a  mockery  of  my  grief,  as  I 

floated  away  from  the  shore  on  which  my  heart  lay,  and  refused 
to  come  to  me.  But  when  the  pilot-boat  left  us,  and  the  last 
thread  of  communication  was  cut  off  between  me  and  the  land 
that  never  seemed  so  dear  before,  I  thought  perhaps  after  all  it 
was  better  to  part  so.  It  was  easier  to  fling  you  an  adieu  up  the 
Hudson,  than  to  squeeze  your  hand  over  the  vessel's  side,  when 
the  tongue  could  not  utter  the  farewell  the  heart  spoke  so  loudly 
the  while. 

Our  vessel  was  a  beautiful  Mobile  Packet,  and  Mr.  L.,  consul 
to  Genoa,  his  wife,  two  children,  myself,  and  a  servant,  constituted 
one  family,  and  the  entire  corps  of  passengers,  with  the  exception 

of  Mr.  S ,  of  New  York,  who,  like  myself,  was  in  search  of 
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health.  We  sat  grouped  on  deck,  trying  to  laugh  and  appear  in- 
different, but  it  would  not  do.  It  was  like  boys  whistling  in  the 
dark  to  keep  off  danger.  But  the  overwhelming  grief  I  expected 
to  feel  as  I  saw  the  last  blue  hill  of  my  father-land  sink  into  the 
western  sky,  never  came.  Nothing  ever  seemed  to  me  more 
poetic  or  pathetic  than  Byron's  farewell  to  the  land  of  his  birth ; 

"  Adieu,  adieu — my  native  land 
Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue,"  &c. 

And  as  1  saw  the  dim  shores  die  away  in  the  distance,  I  expected 
the  thousand  fond  recollections  of  home  and  its  quiet  joys,  per- 
haps to  be  mine  no  more  for  ever — the  deep  yearning  of  heart 
toward  the  land  I  had  trod  from  my  infancy,  and  now  left  an  in- 
valid, together  with  the  uncertainty  and  solitude  of  the  sea, 
would  quite  unman  me.  But  nothing  could  be  farther  from  the 
truth.  The  sadness  I  had  felt  when  drifting  down  the  bay  was 
fast  disappearing,  and  the  slow,  heavy  rolling  of  the  vessel,  soon 
after  we  were  fairly  at  sea,  brought  on  that  strange  sensation  in 
one's  head  and  stomach  which  entirely  upsets  his  poetry — and  by 
the  time  iVe-yer-sink  hegan  to  sink  beyond  the  waters,  I  cared  for 
neither  home  nor  country.  Yet  as  the  setting  sun  left  his  fare- 
well on  the  waters,  and  the  blue  sky  seemed  to  bend  so  lovingly 
over  the  land  I  loved,  I  thought  it  was  quite  too  Pagan  to  feel  no 
sadness.  So  I  began  to  repeat  to  myself  those  sweet  lines  of 
Byron,  but  I  made  more  rhymes  than  the  illustrious  poet  himself. 
If  uttered  aloud  they  would  have  run  : 

"  Adieu,  adieu — my  native  land  (ugh,  ugh,) 
Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue."  (ugh.) 

I  could  get  no  farther,  and  even  when  the  broad  round  moon 
rode  up  the  gorgeous  night-heavens,  making  the  sea  a  floor  of  sil- 
ver, the  effort  was  no  more  successful.  Not  the  sweet  moon  and 
sweeter  stars,  nor  the  broad  heaving  sea,  nor  fading  Neversink  it- 
self could  whip  up  any  sentiment.  I  fully  agreed  with  Plato  for 
the  time  that  the  soul  was  located  in  the  stomach — at  least  they 
sympathized  like  two  brothers.  For  a  whole  week  we  were  a 
most  dolorous  group.  The  ladies  below  sat  around  the  cabin  pale 
and  languid — the  two  gentlemen  above  lay  rolled  up  like  cater- 
pillars to  die.     Sometimes  stretched  out  in  the  jolly  boat,  some- 
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times  on  the  rail,  I  would  watch  by  the  hour  the  passing  clouds 
to  escape  the  dizziness  created  by  the  rolling  of  the  ship. 

"  A  life  on  the  ocean  wave"  is  a  pleasant  thing  to  sing  about, 
especially  if  you  are  in  a  snug  warm  room  and  have  Russell  to 
sing,  but  those  who  try  it  find  the  chorus  has  never  yet  been 
written. 

The  sleeping,  or  rather  not  sleeping,  in  a  miserable  berth  six 
feet  by  two,  holding  on  to  the  one  above  you  to  prevent  being 
thrown  out — the  eating  like  an  Eastern  devotee  bowing  over  his 
sacrifice — the  pitching  and  tossing  of  the  ship  against  a  head- 
wind on  the  heavy  breakers — the  long,  monotonous  days,  and 
often  restless  nights — the  wearisome  calms  and  fearful  storms, 
and  more  than  all  the  yearning  after  the  green  quiet  earth,  make 
a  sea-voyage  irksome  and  sickening.  It  is  true  there  is  some  re- 
lief to  this.  There  is  a  beauty  at  times  in  the  ocean,  in  its 
changes  and  caprices,  that  break  its  otherwise  insufferable 
tedium.  I  thmk  I  have  never  enjoyed  7nere  life  more  keenly, 
than  when  sitting  in  a  clear  day  far  out  on  the  flying  jib-boom,  I 
have  careered  with  the  careering  vessel,  and  looking  back  a-down 
the  keel,  watched  the  waters  part  and  foam  away  from  the  cleav- 
ing bows.  Next  to  this  I  love,  when  the  sea  is  "  gently  rough," 
to  sit  on  the  topmost  yard,  and  look  abroad  on  the  great  solemn 
ocean,  and  catching  the  dim  outlines  of  the  vessels  that  are  hover- 
ing on  the  edge  of  the  horizon,  send  down  "  Sail  ho,"  to  the 
dreaming  group  on  deck.  It  is  pleasant  also  to  lean  over  the 
taffrail  and  watch  the  rainbow-dolphin  slowly  swimming  after  the 
vessel,  or  the  porpoises  floundering  ahead,  while  perhaps  the 
black  fin  of  a  shark  is  combing  the  water  in' the  distance.  A  clear 
evening  on  the  quarter  deck  is  sweet,  when  the  moist  south  wind 
just  fills  the  sails  that  are  gently  swelling  in  the  light  of  the  moon, 
and  the  bright  sparkles  here  and  there  on  the  water  seem  the 
twinkling  of  the  feet  of  Fairies  abroad  on  their  nightly  revels. 
There  is  a  sense  of  freedom  too  at  sea.  The  jostling  multitude — • 
the  jar  of  wheels,  and  the  clamors  of  money-mad  men,  are  not 
around.  The  heart  is  not  compelled  to  retire  within  itself  lest  its 
feelings  should  be  detected,  and  its  emotions  mocked.  There  are 
also  time  and  room  enough  to  think.  Everything  seems  at  lei- 
sure— even  the  waves  when  most  excited  have  a  stately  motion. 
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But  these  pleasures  are  all  transient,  and  then  comes  the  long 
pining  after  the  fresh  earth. 

The  pleasure  of  our  passage  was  much  marred  by  the  loss  of 
a  man  overboard.  When  within  a  few  hundred  miles  of  the 
Azores,  we  were  overtaken  by  a  succession  of  severe  squalls. 
Forming  almost  instantaneously  on  the  horizon,  they  moved  down 
like  phantoms  on  the  ship.  For  a  few  moments  after  one  struck 
us,  we  would  be  buried  in  foam  and  spray,  and  then  heavily  roll- 
ing on  a  heavy  sea.  We  however  prepared  ourselves,  and  soon 
got  everything  snug.  The  light  sails  were  all  in — the  jibs,  top- 
gallants and  spanker  furled  close — the  main-sail  clewed  up,  and 
we  were  crashing  along  under  close  reefed  topsails  alone,  when  a 
man,  who  was  coming  down  from  the  last  reef,  slipped  as  he 
stepped  on  the  bulwarks,  and  went  over  backwards  into  the  waves. 
In  a  moment  that  most  terrific  of  all  cries  at  sea,  "  A  man  over- 
board !  a  man  overboard  !"  flew  like  lightning  over  the  ship.  I 
sprung  upon  the  quarter  deck  just  as  the  poor  fellow,  with  his 
"  fearful  human  face,"  riding  the  top  of  a  billow,  fled  past.  In 
an  instant  all  was  commotion  :  plank  after  plank  was  cast  over 
for  him  to  seize  and  sustain  himself  on,  till  the  ship  could  be  put 
about  and  the  boat  lowered.  The  first  mate,  a  bold,  fiery  fellow, 
leaped  into  the  boat  that  hung  at  the  side  of  the  quarter  deck, 
and  in  a  voice  so  sharp  and  stern  I  seem  to  hear  it  yet,  shouted, 
"  in  men — in  men  !"  But  the  poor  sailors  hung  back — the  sea 
was  too  wild.  The  second  mate  sprung  to  the  side  of  the  first, 
and  the  men,  ashamed  to  leave  both  their  officers  alone,  followed. 
"  Cut  away  the  lashings,"  exclaimed  the  officer — ^the  knife  glanced 
around  the  ropes — the  boat  fell  to  the  water — rose  on  a  huge  wave 
far  over  the  deck,  and  drifted  rapidly  astern.  I  thought  it  could 
not  live  a  moment  in  such  a  sea,  but  the  officer  who  held  the  helm 
was  a  skillful  seamen.  Twice  in  his  life  he  had  been  wrecked, 
and  for  a  moment  I  forgot  the  danger  in  admiration  of  his  cool 
self-possession.  He  stood  erect — the  helm  in  his  hand — his  flash- 
ing eye  embracing  the  whole  peril  in  a  single  glance,  and  his 
hand  bringing  the  head  of  the  gallant  little  boat  on  each  high  sea 
that  otherwise  would  have  swamped  her.  I  watched  them  till 
nearly  two  miles  astern,  when  they  lay-to  to  look  for  the  los< 
sailor.     Just  then  I  turned  my  eye  to  the  Southern  horizon  and 
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saw  a  squall  blacker  and  heavier  than  any  we  had  before  en- 
countered rushing  down  upon  us.  The  Captain  also  saw  it,  and 
was  terribly  excited.  He  afterwards  told  me  that  in  all  his  sea 
life  he  never  was  more  so.  He  called  for  a  flag,  and,  springing 
into  the  shrouds,  waved  it  for  their  return.  The  gallant  fellows 
obeyed  the  signal  and  pulled  for  the  ship.  But  it  was  slow  work, 
for  the  head  of  the  boat  had  to  be  laid  on  to  almost  every  wave.  It 
was  now  growing  dark,  and  if  the  squall  should  strike  the  boat  be- 
fore it  reached  the  vessel,  there  was  no  hope  for  it.  It  would  either 
go  down  at  once,  or  drift  away  into  the  surrounding  darkness,  to 
struggle  out  the  night  as  it  could.  I  shall  never  forget  that  scene. 
All  along  the  southern  horizon  between  the  black  water  and  the 
blacker  heavens  was  a  white  streak  of  tossing  foam.  Nearer 
and  clearer  every  moment  it  boiled  and  roared  on  its  track.  Be- 
tween it  and  us  appeared  at  intervals  that  little  boat  like  a  black 
speck  on  the  crest  of  the  billows,  and  then  sunk  away  apparently 
engulfed  for  ever.  One  moment  the  squall  would  seem  to  gain 
on  it  beyond  the  power  of  escape,  and  then  delay  its  progress. 
As  I  stood  and  watched  them  both,  and  yet  could  not  tell  which 
would  reach  us  first,  the  excitement  amounted  to  perfect  agony. 
Seconds  seemed  lengthened  into  hours.  I  could  not  look  steadily 
on  that  gallant  little  crew  now  settling  the  question  of  life  and 
death  to  themselves  and  perhaps  to  us,  who  would  be  left  almost 
unmanned  in  the  middle  of  the  Atlantic,  and  encompassed  by  a 
storm.  The  sea  was  making  fast,  and  yet  that  frail  thing  rode  it 
like  a  duck.  Every  time  she  sunk  away  she  carried  my  heart 
down  with  her,  and  when  she  remained  a  longer  time  than  usual, 
I  would  think  it  was  all  over,  and  cover  my  eyes  in  horror — -the 
next  moment  she  would  appear  between  us  and  the  black  rolling 
cloud  literally  covered  with  foam  and  spray.  The  Captain  knew, 
as  he  said  afterwards,  that  a  few  minutes  more  would  decide  the 
fate  of  his  officers  and  crew.  He  called  for  his  trumpet,  and 
springing  up  the  rattlings,  shouted  out  over  the  roar  of  the  blast 
and  waves,  "  Pull  away,  my  hrave  bullies,  the  squall  is  coining — 
give  way,  my  hearties  /"  and  the  bold  fellows  did  "  give  way  " 
with  a  will.  I  could  see  their  ashen  oars  quiver  as  they  rose 
from  the  water,  ^vhile  the  life-like  boat  sprung  to  their  strokes 
down  the  billows^  like  a  panther  on  the  leap.     On  she  came,  and 
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on  came  the  blast.  It  was  the  wildest  struggle  I  ever  gazed  ori; 
but  the  gallant  little  boat  conquered.  Oh,  how  my  heart  leaped 
when  she  at  length  shot  round  the  stern,  and  rising  on  a  wave 
far  above  our  lee  quarter,  shook  the  water  from  her  drenched 
head  as  if  in  delight  to  find  her  shelter  again. 

The  chains  were  fastened,  and  I  never  pulled  with  such  right 
good  will  on  a  rope  as  on  the  one  that  brought  that  boat  up  the 
vessel's  side.  As  the  heads  of  the  crew  appeared  over  the  bul- 
warks, I  could  have  hugged  the  brave  fellows  in  transport.  As 
they  stepped  on  deck,  not  a  question  was  asked — no  report  given 
— but  "  Forward,  men  V  broke  from  the  Captain's  lips.  The 
vessel  was  trimmed  to  meet  the  blast,  and  we  were  again  bound- 
ing on  our  way.  If  that  squall  had  pursued  the  course  of  all  the 
former  ones,  we  must  have  lost  our  crew  ;  but  when  nearest  the 
boat  (and  it  seemed  to  me  the  foam  was  breaking  not  a  hundred 
rods  off)  the  wind  suddenly  veered,  and  held  the  cloud  in  check, 
so  that  it  swung  round  close  to  our  bows.  The  poor  sailor  was 
gone  ;  he  came  not  back  again.  It  was  his  birth-day  (he  was 
25  years  old),  and  alas,  it  was  his  death-day.  Whether,  a  bold 
swimmer,  he  saw  at  a  distance  his  companions  hunting  hopelessly 
for  him,  and  finally  with  his  heart  growing  cold  with  despair,  be- 
held them  turn  back  to  the  ship,  and  the  ship  itself  toss  its  spars 
away  from  him  for  ever,  or  whether  the  sea  soon  took  him  under, 
we  know  not.  We  saw  him  no  more — and  a  gloom  fell  on  the 
whole  ship.  There  were  but  few  of  us  in  all,  and  we  felt  his 
loss.  It  was  a  wild  and  dark  night ;  death  had  been  among  us, 
and  had  left  us  with  sad  and  serious  hearts.  And  as  I  walked 
to  the  stern,  and  looked  back  on  the  foam  and  tumult  of  the  ves- 
sel's wake,  in  which  the  poor  sailor  had  disappeared,  I  instinc- 
tively murmured  the  mariner's  hymn,  closing  with  the  sincere 
prayer — 

"  Oh !  sailor  boy,  sailor  boy ;  peace  to  thy  soul !" 

At  length  the  winds  lulled,  the  clouds  broke  away,  and  a  large 
space  of  blue  sky  and  bright  stars  appeared  overhead.  The 
dark  storm-cloud  hung  along  the  distant  horizon,  over  which  the 
lightning  still  played,  while  the  distant  thunder  broke  at  intervals 
over  the  deep.    The  black  ocean  moaned  on  in  its  heavy  sobbings, 
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the  drenphed  and  staggering  ship  rolled  heavily  on  its  restless 
bosom,  and  the  great  night  encompassed  all.  This  was  solitude 
so  deep  and  awful  that  my  heart  seemed  to  throb  audibly  in  my 
bosom.  My  eye  ached  with  the  effort  to  pierce  the  surrounding 
darkness,  and  find  something  to  relieve  the  loneliness  of  the  scene. 
At  length  the  rising  moon  showed  its  bright  disc  over  a  cloud, 
tinging  its  black  edge  with  silver,  and  pouring  a  sea  of  light  on  a 
sea  of  darkness,  till  the  waves  gleamed  and  sparkled  as  if  just 
awakened  to  life  and  hope.  The  moon  never  looked  so  lovely 
before  ;  it  seemed  to  have  come  out  in  the  heavens  on  purpose  to 
bless  and  to  cheer  us. 

In  a  few  days  more  we  made  the  Azores,  and  then  came  long, 
wearisome  calms,  that  were  infinitely  worse  to  bear  than  the 
storms.  After  lying  for  several  days  "a  painted  ship  on  a 
painted  ocean,"  pining  for  action,  or  at  least  motion,  I  went  in 
perfect  despair  to  the  forecastle,  and  begged  the  sailors  to  give 
me  some  work.  I  would  saw  wood,  turn  grindstone,  do  anything, 
to  break  up  the  dreadful  apathy  that  had  settled  on  the  ship.  I 
ground  up  every  old  axe  and  knife  and  tool  there  was  on  board. 
I  was  amply  repaid,  not  only  in  the  elasticity  of  feeling  I  gained, 
but  in  the  knowledge  I  acquired  of  sailors'  character.  There 
was  one  tall,  lank,  regular  Yankee  among  the  crew,  with  a 
roguish  twinkle  to  his  small,  half  concealed  eye,  that  told  of  many 
a  sly  trick.  Whenever  he  left  the  wheel  to  go  forward  and  I  was 
on  the  quarter-deck,  he  would  invariably,  as  he  passed  me,  roll 
an  enormous  quid  of  tobacco  from  his  mouth  into  one  hand,  and, 
fetching  it  a  box  with  the  other,  send  it  far  over  the  rail  into  the 
sea,  and,  at  the  same  time,  thrust  his  tongue  into  the  vacant 
place,  and  toss  me  one  of  the  drollest  winks  that  ever  set  a  theatre 
in  a  roar.  One  day  I  saw  him  making  mats  for  the  yards  out  of 
the  ends  of  old  ropes.  "  Well,"  said  I,  "  George,  so  you  keep 
to  work."  "  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  there  is  no  rest  for  poor  Jack ; 
if  he  can't  play  the  Jarman  flute  he  must  whistle^' — i.  e.,  if  he 
can't  do  one  thing,  he  must  another.    Poor  Jack  !  his  lot  is  a  hard 

one. 

Yours,  (fee. 
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LETTER  II. 

The  Straits  and  Rock  of  Gibralteir — Gulf  of  Genoa,  &c. 

Genoa,  October,  1842. 

One  morning  we  were  awakened  by  the  cry  of  land,  and  as  I 
i.^<5pped  out  of  the  cabin,  the  ragged  mountains  of  Africa,  the 
shores  of  Spain,  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar,  and  over  all  the  glori- 
ous rising  Sun  burst  on  the  sight.  The  steady  current  was  set- 
ting rapidly  for  the  Mediterranean,  and  all  was  silent  around  save 
the  low  crushing  sound  a  heavy  tide  always  makes  in  its  passage. 
The  smoke  that  rose  from  burning  timber  on  the  hill  tops  and 
along  the  shore,  gently  inclined  towards  the  Straits  as  if  in- 
viting us  to  enter,  while  over  all  was  that  dreamy  haze  which 
smoothes  even  the  roughest  scenery  into  a  quiet  aspect.  Our 
keel  cut  the  waters  where  rode  the  keels  of  Lord  Nelson's  fleet 
before  the  battle  of  Trafalgar.  Land  was  for  a  moment  forgot- 
ten as  my  fancy  painted  the  line-of-battle  ships  slowly  moving  to 
the  conflict.  I  saw,  or  thought  I  saw  the  long  row  of  banners 
floating  in  the  breeze,  the  cloud  of  smoke  as  broadside  after  broad- 
side thundered  over  the  sea.  There  were  the  broken  and  shiv- 
ered masts  dangling  amid  the  ropes,  the  cries  of  men,  the  roll  of 
the  drum,  and  the  confused  noise  of  battle.  The  mountains  were 
alive  with  fearful  echoes,  and  the  waves  ran  blood.  The  cheer- 
ful voice  of  Mrs.  L.  beside  me  called  back  my  erring  fancy,  and 
the  quietness  of  a  sum.mer  morning  rested  on  all  the  scene. 
Whether  it  was  owing  to  the  fresh  view  of  land,  or  the  beauty  of 
the  day,  or  the  scene  itself,  I  know  not,  but  that  day  was  one  of 
enchantment  to  me.  Its  remembrance  is  more  like  a  rich  dream 
than  a  past  experiejice.  There  was  a  combination  of  scenery,  a 
succession  of  sensations  followed  by  rapid  associations  that  bore 
me  away  for  a  time  like  a  child.  I  surrendered  my  heart  to  its 
impulses  and  let  it  regulate  its  own  beatings.     Distant  mountains 
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burying  their  heads  in  the  smoky  sky ;  towers,  fortresses,  abrupt 
rocks,  smiling  villages ;  vineyards  in  which  nestled  white  cotta- 
ges ;  a  continent  on  either  hand  and  the  blue  Mediterranean  be- 
fore me ;  all  coming  or  passing  on  my  sight,  and  shifting  every 
moment,  made  it  seem  like  a  wizard  land.  At  length  Gibral- 
tar— that  grey  old  solitary  rock — stood  before  me.  Lying  some- 
what diagonal  to  the  straits,  and  apparently  isolated  from  the 
main  land,  it  rose  almost  perpendicularly  1470  feet  above  me, 
cutting  with  its  thin  naked  ridge  the  air  in  an  irregular  waving 
line. 

As  we  passed  it,  the  booming  of  cannon  came  over  the  water 
and  died  away  on  the  shore  of  Africa.  That  rock  was  to  me  for 
a  while  the  centre  of  association.  Grand  and  gloomy  it  stood 
and  had  stood  while  ages  had  slowly  rolled  away — itself  alone 
unchanged.  It  once  looked  down  on  the  Roman  galleys  and  on 
the  vessel  that  bore  Csesar  and  his  fortunes  on.  It  had  seen  the 
pride  of  nations  come  and  go  with  the  same  haughty  indifference. 
It  took  no  note  of  time,  for  time  left  not  its  mark  upon  it. 

Its  stern  gravity  had  not  changed  with  changing  empires.  It 
had  felt  the  shock  of  cannon,  and  the  hot  meeting  of  foes  had 
made  its  sides  red  v/ith  the  blood  of  men,  and  yet  it  retained  its 
old  composure.  As  I  looked  on  its  grey  top,  it  seemed  conscious 
of  its  own  greatness,  and  to  utter  a  silent  mockery  on  the  pride 
of  man.  It  is  now  England's,  but  the  hand  that  grasps  it  is  slowly 
crumbling  away.  The  conflicts  for  that  mountain  of  stone  are 
not  yet  ended.     Whose  next  shall  it  be  ? 

The  night  came,  and  with  the  full  moon  over  our  heads,  on 
lier  way  to  the  mountains  of  Grenada,  we  fled  over  the  blue 
waters  of  the  Mediterranean.  Islands  came  and  went — days  and 
nights  vanished  away,  till,  with  the  mountains  of  Piedmont  on 
our  left,  we  slowly  passed  up  the  gulf  of  Genoa.  One  morning 
found  us  within  a  few  miles  of  the  city,  and  the  approach  to  it 
fully  sustained  the  character  it  had  borne.  The  rising  sun 
gilded  the  tops  of  the  Apennines  before  us,  and  threw  its  light 
on  the  snow-clad  summits  of  the  Alps  on  our  left,  that  lay  pale, 
and  white,  and  silent  far  up  in  the  heavens. — The  shores  on 
either  hand  that  bent  up  to  the  city  were  lined  with  villages — 
the  back-ground  of  hills  was  belted  with  vineyards,  and  dotted 
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with  white  churches  and  palaces;  while  far  away  before  us 
mountain  interlocked  mountain,  each  naked  ridge  crowned  with 
a  fortress,  and  receding  away  till  a  sea  of  summits  flowed  along 
the  distant  sky.  At  the  base  was  Genoa,  *  la  superha,''  throned 
like  a  queen  upon  her  hills  and  looking  down  upon  the  sea.  The 
city  lies  in  the  form  of  a  half  circle,  and  rises  away  from  the 
shore  like  an  amphitheatre.  There  is  no  plain,  and  it  is  but  a 
short  distance  from  the  shore  to  the  base  of  the  hills.  These  are 
cultivated  to  their  very  tops,  and  literally  covered  with  terraced 
gardens  and  palaces.  As  we  drew  near  the  fragrance  that  fell 
down  to  the  water  was  like  the  mingling  of  all  sweet  scents. 
This  may  seem  almost  a  fancy  sketch,  but  the  first  impressions, 
after  a  six  weeks'  voyage,  of  one  of  the  loveliest  scenes  the  sun 
ever  shone  upon,  must  be  vivid  but  not  necessarily  overwrought. 
It  was  a  holiday  when  we  entered  port,  and  added  to  all  this 
beauty  and  sweetness,  the  chime  of  a  hundred  bells  came  merrily 
down  to  the  bay.  Yours,  &c. 


{ 


AN  ITALIAN  WOMAN.  11 


LETTER  III. 

First  Impressions — An  Italian  Woman — Lunatics. 

Genoa,  October. 

Dear  E. — I  cannot  convey  to  you  the  strange  feelings  with 
which  I  first  stepped  on  a  foreign  shore,  and  that  shore,  Italy. 
When  one  goes  to  Europe  through  England,  he  is  gradually  pre- 
pared for  the  strong  contrast  that  exists  between  his  own  country 
and  the  countries  he  visits.  But  I  had  no  preparation;  the  last 
thousand  miles  of  sea  were  just  like  the  first  thousand,  and  I  had 
simply  taken  one  step,  and  had  passed  from  New  York,  with  its 
English  language  and  home  habits,  into  Genoa,  with  its  queer 
customs  and  unintelligible  jargon.  Everything  was  changed  so 
suddenly,  that  I  wandered  about  like  one  in  a  dream.  Now  a 
tall  mustached  officer,  wrapped  in  his  long  military  cloak,  would 
meet  me,  and  eye  me  askance  as  he  passed ;  and  now  a  black- 
robed  priest  shuffled  by,  not  deigning  me  even  a  look  as  he  went. 
How  many  times  during  the  day  have  I  stopped  and  questioned 
my  own  identity ! 

The  other  day  I  was  leaning  over  the  balcony  of  our  window 
at  the  hotel,  watching  the  motley  groups  that  passed  and  repassed, 
and  listening  to  the  strange  Genoese  jargon  that  every  one  seemed 
to  understand  but  myself,  when  my  attention  was  attracted  by  an 
elegantly  dressed  woman  who  was  sauntering  leisurely  along  up 
the  street  that  my  window  faced.  As  she  came  near,  her  eye 
fell  on  me,  and,  her  curiosity  apparently  excited  by  my  foreign 
look,  she  steadily  scrutinized  me  as  she  approached.  My  appear- 
ance might  have  been  somewhat  outre,  but  still  I  did  not  think  it 
was  worth  such  a  particular  scrutiny,  especially  from  a  lady. 
But  she  had  not  the  slightest  concern  about  my  thoughts  on  the 
matter.  She  wished  simply  to  gratify  her  own  curiosity;  so 
when  she  had  got  within  the  most  convenient  reconnoitering  dis- 
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tance,  she  deliberately  paused,  and  lifting  her  quizzing-glass  to 
her  eye,  coolly  scanned  me  from  head  to  foot.  When  she  had 
finished,  she  quietly  replaced  her  glass  in  her  belt,  and  with  a 
smile  of  self-satisfaction  on  her  face,  walked  on. 

Yesterday  I  visited  the  Lunatic  Asylum,  which  stands  in  a  val- 
ley between  the  outer  and  inner  walls  of  the  city.  In  this  part 
of  the  city,  the  inner  wall  seems  to  have  been  built  against  a  high 
bank,  on  the  top  of  which  the  houses  stand.  This  is  fortified,  and 
the  space  left  on  the  top  furnishes  a  beautiful  carriage  way  and 
promenade,  carrying  you  out  to  where  the  wall  rises  directly  out 
of  the  Mediterranean,  and  giving  you  a  view  of  the  whole  of  the 
Ligurian  Bay.  From  this  promenade  you  can  look  down  into  the 
area  of  the  Asylum.  The  building  itself  you  will  understand  by 
comparing  it  to  a  wheel ;  the  centre  building,  oval  in  form,  is  the 
hub,  from  which  radiate  on  every  side,  like  spokes,  six  long  build- 
ings. Around  the  extremities  of  these,  passes  a  circular  wall, 
making,  of  course,  between  these  radiating  wings,  six  triangular 
areas.  In  each  of  these  areas  a  certain  class  of  lunatics  are  al- 
lowed to  range :  the  mild  are  put  together,  and  the  violent  kept 
by  themselves.  If  any  one  becomes  fractious,  the  strait-jacket  is 
clapped  on  him,  and  he  is  turned  loose  again,  with  nothing  but 
his  tongue  and  feet  free.  Nothing  can  present  the  contrasts  of 
life  stronger,  than  a  stroll  along  this  elevated  promenade  of  a 
bright  evening.  The  bright  Mediterranean  is  sleeping  like  a 
summer  lake  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  and  the  feelings  are 
lulled  by  the  scene  and  the  hour  into  tranquillity,  when  suddenly 
the  sabbath  stillness  of  the  soul  is  broken  by  the  scream  of  a  ma- 
niac,  raving  below  you.  Leaning  over  the  low  parapet  that 
guards  this  high  wall,  I  often  watch  of  an  evening  the  laughing 
groups  that  fill  the  winding  promenade  before  me,  while  shouts 
of  mirth  and  bursts  of  music,  coming  at  intervals  on  the  night  air, 
furnish  strange  interludes  to  the  wild  and  confused  accents  thai 
fill  the  valley  at  my  feet. 

But  I  liked  to  have  forgotten  my  visit  to  the  interior  of  the  build- 
ing, The  officer  who  showed  me  over  it  was  a  very  civil  man. 
The  lower  room  of  the  central  oval  building  is  a  chapel,  into 
which  the  long  halls  from  each  of  these  wings  enter.  Among 
other  peculiarities,  I  noticecl  one  room  with  a  wooden  floor  and 


LUNATICS.  13 


billiard  table  in  the  centre.  Inquiring  the  design  of  this,  I  was 
told  it  was  built  for  any  insane  gentleman,  who  could  afford  his  own 
servant,  and  thirty  francs  a  month  for  the  use  of  them.  Love 
and  religion  appeared  to  be  the  predominant  causes  of  insanity. 
A  poor  creature  sitting  by  herself,  and  counting  her  beads,  had 
gone  mad  on  religion.  Among  the  quiet  class  was  a  tall,  fine, 
dark  looking  man,  who  slowly  paced  backwards  and  forwards, 
with  his  head  bent  and  his  lips  compressed,  carrying  an  open 
letter  in  his  hand.  The  profoundest  melancholy  sat  on  all  his 
features,  and  his  tread  was  like  that  of  a  man  to  a  funeral.  In 
the  full  freshness  and  hope  of  life  he  had  received  by  the  same 
letter  the  news  of  the  loss  of  his  fortune,  and  the  falseness  of  his 
betrothed  bride.  His  mind  had  stopped  at  the  end  of  that  letter, 
and  had  never  advanced  another  step — the  one  terrible  calamity 
it  revealed,  filled  his  mind  for  ever  after.  Standing  on  one  of  the 
windows,  and  looking  down  into  the  area  of  the  incurables,  I  saw 
at  the  farther  extremity,  under  a  sort  of  shed,  two  heaps  of  rags, 
lying  at  a  short  distance  from  each  other.  They  covered  two 
women,  who  went  every  morning  as  soon  as  they  were  released 
from  their  cells,  to  the  self-same  spot,  and  there,  crouching  close 
under  the  wall,  lay  silent  and  motionless  till  aroused  again  by 
their  keepers.  The  history  of  one  I  could  not  learn.  The  other 
was  the  wife  of  a  gentleman,  and  had  been  in  the  Asylum  sixteen 
years.  I  inquired  why  the  husband  did  not  furnish  her  with  bet- 
ter clothing  ?  The  officer  replied  that  he  did,  and  also  paid  a 
high  price  to  have  particular  attention  and  service  rendered  her ; 
but  the  moment  decent  apparel  was  placed  on  her,  she  became 
wild  with  passion  and  refused  all  control  until  it  was  removed. 
This  told  her  story,  before  the  keeper  related  it  to  me.  Young, 
lovely,  and  fiery-hearted,  she  had  given  her  affections  and  oath 
to  one  who  was  her  inferior  in  rank.  But  marriage  is  contracted 
here-  by  the  parents,  and  the  daughter  has  no  more  voice  in  it 
than  she  had  in  her  creation.  This  young  and  passionate  crea- 
ture was  thus  bartered  away.  Usually  in  such  cases,  the  woman 
considers  herself  sold  by  a  mercenary  parent,  and  clings  to  her 
lover,  while  she  is  willing  her  husband  should  also  follow  Ids  in- 
clinations.    And  when  we  remember  in  what  manner  marriages 
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are  contracred  in  this  country,  looseness  of  morals  in  Italian  wo- 
men should  cease  to  surprise  us.  Of  more  fiery  blood  than  we, 
they  must  love  somebody.  Hence  if  married  to  a  man  they  can- 
not love,  they  soon  choose  a  lover.  But  I  am  forgetting  my  poor 
lunatic.  Her  lover  was  a  young  and  melancholy  creature,  and 
his  passion  was  of  that  silent,  almost  gloomy  character,  which  al- 
ways exalts  or  wrecks  its  victim.  Without  thinking  of  the  fu- 
ture, he  had  cast  every  earthly  hope — his  entire  being  away 
upon  this  gay-hearted,  high-spirited  woman.  The  morning  after 
she  was  led  to  the  altar,  she  sat  by  her  window  with  pale  coun- 
tenance and  swollen  eyes,  watching  his  coming.  But  he  came 
no  more.  The  heavy  hours  wore  on,  and  at  length  a  messenger 
came  and  told  her  he  was  dead.  The  night  that  made  her  a 
wife,  made  him  a  corpse.  He  had  driven  a  stiletto  through  his 
heart — and  to  render  his  death  still  more  heart-breaking,  he  had 
not  left  her  a  single  line.  Gloomy  and  reserved  in  his  life,  he 
scorned  to  complain  in  his  death.  The  young  bride  went  into  a 
paroxyism  of  grief;  she  tore  the  bridal  dress  from  her  bosom,  and 
the  garland  from  her  hair,  and  went  raving  mad.  The  storm 
had  its  passage,  but  when  it  wore  off,  black  inanity  and  speechless 
silence  took  its  place.  And  now  for  sixteen  years  had  she  lived, 
with  a  dead  heart  in  her  bosom.  The  hair  had  whitened  on  her 
head,  and  the  wrinkles  deepened  on  her  cheeks,  yet  she  changed 
not.     The  buried  heart  found  no  resurrection. 

As  I  stood  gazing  on  that  motionless  form,  wondering  if  thought 
was  still  busy  there  through  the  long  days,  my  attention  was  di- 
rected by  a  sudden  cry  below  me.  I  looked  down,  and  there 
stood  a  woman  stretching  her  hands  up  towards  the  window,  her 
face  working  with  passion,  and  crying  "  le  chiavi,  le  chiavi " 
(the  keys,  the  keys).  The  keeper  was  dangling  the  keys  out  of 
the  window,  and  they  had  caught  her  attention.  With  the  sight 
of  those  keys  came  the  remembrance  of  the  solitary  cell  and  its 
gloom.     What  a  symbol  of  terror  they  were  to  her  ! 

I  turned  away,  wrapt  in  reverie  and  sad  at  heart.  Ah,  happy 
is  he,  who  can  read  the  riddle  of  life,  and  make  harmony  and  bliss 
out  of  its  discord  and  suffering.  But  the  throng  of  promenaders 
that  soon  surrounded  me,  and  the  excess  of  happiness  that  seemed 
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on  every  side,  completely  upset  the  theory  I  had  just  commenced 
weaving. 

'Tis  midnight,  and  all  is  still  as  the  moonlight  sleeping  on  these 
old  palaces — but  now  the  chorus  of  some  gay  serenaders  rings 
through  the  streets.  The  echoes  sink  and  swell  along  these  mar- 
ble mountains,  and  I  must  stop  and  listen.     Good  night. 

Yours,  &;c. 
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LETTER   IV. 

Genoa — Its  Streets — People — Mode  of  Life,  &-c. 

Genoa,  October. 

Dear  E. — I  have  been  three  weeks  in  Genoa,  and  I  suppose  I 
have  not  given  you  what  is  called  a  general  description  of  the 
city.  This  I  dislike  most  of  all  things — first,  because  it  is  indefi- 
nite ;  second,  because  it  is  uninteresting.  Genoa,  as  I  stated  in 
a  former  letter,  lies  in  the  form  of  a  segment  of  a  circle,  and  rises 
like  an  amphitheatre  from  the  sea.  The  ground  on  which  it  rests 
is  irregular,  and  there  is  not  a  level  or  a  straight  street  in  it. 
They  M'ind  and  twist  about  like  alleys  in  every  direction.  Hence 
a  stranger  has  peculiar  sensations  in  first  wandering  over  the  city. 
Unable  to  see  out  at  either  end  of  the  street,  and  from  the  im- 
mense height  of  the  houses,  rising  70  or  80  feet  on  either  side, 
unable  to  get  an  upper  view,  he  feels  at  first  as  if  threading  the 
narrow  passages  of  some  dungeon,  expecting  every  moment  his 
path  will  open  into  daylight  and  freedom,  and  yet  finding  himself 
ever  encompassed  with  dark  grey  walls. 

In  some  of  these  streets  the  sunlight  never  reaches  the  pave- 
ment, and  in  most  of  them  the  bats  are  flying  at  our  dinner  hour, 
which  is  three  o'clock.  Strada  Balbi,  Nuova  and  Nuovissima 
are  magnificent  streets,  and  lined  with  palaces  almost  the  entire 
way.  The  wealth  that  built  them  was  won  from  the  East,  by  the 
commerce  the  Crusades  opened  into  that  country.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  Venice  there  is  no  city  in  the  world  equal  to  Genoa  in 
its  palaces.  There  is  but  one  public  promenade,  called  the  Aqua 
Sola.  It  lies  on  the  verge  of  the  city,  and  is  a  beautiful  place  of 
resort.  It  is  elevated  above  the  surrounding  streets,  covering 
several  acres,  and  looks  out  upon  the  mountains  of  Piedmont  and 
the  Gulf  of  Genoa.  The  whole  city  is  surrounded  by  two  walls  ; 
one  circling  the  city  proper  is  six  miles  in  circumference,  the 
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other  going  over  the  hills  is  thirteen  miles  long.  The  gates  are 
strongly  fortified  and  constantly  guarded.  The  shops  of  the  town 
possess  scarcely  any  beauty  :  the  largest  could  well  nigh  be  put 
in  the  bow-window  of  a  Broadway  store.  The  basement  stories 
of  magnificent  palaces  are  let  out  for  hatters'  shops,  livery  stables, 
and  indeed  everything — a  main  entrance  only  being  reserved. 
The  upper  rooms  alone  are  occupied.  Genoa  contains  about 
100,000  inhabitants,  one-seventh  of  whom  are  soldiers  and  priests. 
They  are  called  the  Yankees  of  Italy.  Their  great  fault  is  they 
will  cheat.  You  cannot  trust  them.  It  has  passed  into  a  proverb 
ihat  "  it  takes  seveii  Jews  to  cheat  one  Genoese." 

The  females  of  the  ordinary  classes  w^ear  no  bonnets  in  the 
streets,  but  in  their  stead  a  piece  of  muslin  folded  across  the  top 
of  the  head,  called  a  mazzro,  and  descending  around  the  neck 
and  over  the  shoulders  in  the  form  of  a  shawl.  With  only  this 
protection,  I  have  seen  them  lounging  along  the  streets  when  the 
tramontane  blowing  fresh  from  the  Alps  made  me  shiver  with  my 
cloak  wrapped  close  around  me.  This  tramontane  or  north  wind 
is  very  cold,  and  blows  so  furiously  that  ships  lying  in  port  are 
often  compelled  to  heave  out  both  a  bow  and  stern  anchor.  But 
notwithstanding  this  and  the  vicinity  of  the  mountains  and  the 
high  latitude  of  Genoa,  being  above  44°,  there  is  no  snow  in  win- 
ter, and  the  poorer  classes  do  without  fuel  the  year  round.  This 
is  partly  owing  to  its  dearness.  Even  the  little  necessary  for 
cooking  is  hoarded  with  the  greatest  care.  One  day  being  in  the 
country  when  a  strong  south-west  wind  was  rolling  a  heavy  surf 
on  the  shore,  I  saw  groups  of  persons  along  the  beach  watching 
the  approach  of  every  wave,  and,  rushing  after  it  as  it  retired, 
snatch  something  from  the  water.  I  could  not  imagine  what  prize 
could  create  so  much  interest.  On  approaching  nearer  I  saw 
that  the  objects  of  their  eager  struggles  were  small  chips ;  some 
not  bigger  than  half  your  hand,  and  small  twigs  the  sea  was 
throwing  ashore.  These  they  were  gathering  for  fuel.  So 
scarce  and  dear  is  it  that  none  is  used  to  heat  water  for  washing 
clothes.  They  take  all  their  garments  out  to  the  fresh  streams, 
and  on  a  pleasant  day  you  will  see  groups  of  women  from  four  to 
fifteen,  lining  the  creek  on  every  side  of  the  city.  They  tuck 
their  dresses  up  above  the  knees,  and  kneeling  down  among  the 
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pebbles,  take  one  large  smooth  stone  for  a  washboard,  wrap  it  up 
in  the  article  to  be  cleansed,  and  then  begin  to  knead  it.  Al- 
though there  is  a  great  deal  of  wealth  in  Genoa,  the  poor  are  but 
little  the  better  for  it. 

The  pay  of  a  soldier  is  only  a  penny  a  day,  and  even  the  offi- 
cers, most  of  whom  are  poor  nobles,  receive  but  two  francs,  or 
two  francs  and  a  half,  per  day.  Notwithstanding  all  these  diffi- 
culties the  common  people  seem  contented  and  happy.  There 
are  no  anxious  brows  as  with  us.  Life  and  its  obligations  seem 
to  sit  lightly  on  an  Italian.  Each  one  being  born  into  a  rank,  out 
of  which  it  is  difficult  to  rise,  he  makes  no  effort  except  to  live. 
His  anxieties  seem  to  end  with  the  gratification  of  his  physical 
wants.  He  lives  for  the  sake  of  living.  He  whistles  care  to  the 
winds  so  long  as  he  has  food  and  clothing.  With  us  each  gener- 
ation is  placed  on  one  grand  race-course — the  prize  being  for  all. 
Hence  life  becomes  one  long  fierce  struggle  for  pre-eminence. 
The  same  reward  being  offered  to  the  lowest  that  is  extended  to 
the  highest,  it  lashes  every  man  to  his  utmost  energy.  Existence 
becomes  a  feverish  excitement  and  the  generation  passes  through 
life  like  a  storm. — It  is  true  "  mountains  are  levelled,  and  seas 
are  filled  in  its  passage,"  but  there  has  been  no  repose  and  but 
little  contentment. 
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LETTER  V. 

House -hunting — Romantic  Marriage — Spanish  Nobility. 

Dear  E. — We  have  been  house-hunting.     Thinking  it  would 

be  pleasanter  to  be  in  the  country,  L has  been  ransacking 

the  country  round  for  a  pleasant  residence.  The  Riviera,  as  it 
is  called,  or  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  on  either  side  of  the 
city,  furnishes  the  most  charming  place  for  country-seats  in  the 
world.  The  ground  rises  immediately  from  the  sea,  terraced,  as 
it  goes,  into  vineyards.     After  a  vast  deal  of  talking,  riding,  and 

seeing,  L had  finally  concluded  that  one  of  two  must  be  the 

choice ;  so  the  next  day  we  all  got  into  a  carriage,  and  rode 
out  to  see  the  one  on  the  east  side  ^f  the  city.  Passing  by  the 
grand  and  little  Paradises,  we  emerged  on  to  the  sea  shore,  and 
trotted  away  for  Noli. 

The  building  was  finely  furnished  and  commanded  a  beautiful 
prospect,  but  the  entrance  to  it  was  from  a  narrow  street,  and 
Mrs.  L threw  in  her  veto  (as  all  ladies  in  such  circum- 
stances, you  know,  have  a  right  to  do).  There  is  quite  a  little 
romance  connected  with  this  building.  It  was  formerly  erected 
and  owned  by  a  wealthy  man,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  a 
beautiful  peasant  girl  in  the  neighborhood.  Pleased  with  his 
attention,  she  cast  off,  as  ladies  are  very  apt  to  do,  the  rustic 
lover  she  had  before  encouraged.  But  although  her  new  admirer 
was  frequent  and  steady  in  his  visits,  he  never  mentioned  thfe 
subject  of  matrimony.  Things  went  on  in  this  way  for  three 
years,  till  one  night  the  gentleman  was  startled,  as  he  was  about 
leaving  the  house,  by  the  abrupt  entrance  of  the  two  brothers  of 
the  inamorata,  demanding  that  he  should  immediately  marry 
their  sister.  They  told  him  that  he  had  visited  her  for  three 
years,  thus  keeping  away  other  suitors,  and  destroying  all  hopes 
of  their  sister's  marriage  except  with  him :  three  years  were 
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quite  long  enough  for  him  to  make  up  his  mind  in,  and  as  he  had 
not  done  it,  they  had  concluded  to  do  it  for  him.  This  was  bring- 
ing things  to  a  focus  he  had  not  anticipated.  For  a  man  of 
wealth  and  station  to  marry  a  poor  peasant  girl,  merely  because 
he  condescended  to  be  smitten  by  her  beauty,  was  something  more 
than  a  joke ;  yet  he  saw  at  a  glance  that  there  was  more  meant 
by  those  brothers'  speech  than  met  the  ear — in  short,  that  his 
choice  was  to  be  a  marriage  or  a  stiletto  through  his  heart.  This 
was  reducing  things  to  the  simplest  terms ;  rather  too  simple  for 
the  wealthy  admirer. 

The  trembling,  weeping  girl,  the  bold,  reckless  brothers,  and 
the  embarrassed  gentleman,  must  have  formed  a  capital  group  in 
a  peasant's  cottage.  At  length  Signor attempted  to  com- 
promise the  matter  by  saying  that  then  was  not  the  time,  nor 
there  the  place,  to  celebrate  such  a  ceremony  ;  besides  there  was 
no  priest,  and  the  proper  way  would  be  to  talk  over  the  subject 
together  in  the  morning.  One  of  the  brothers  leaned  back  and 
rapped  slightly  on  a  side  door ;  it  opened,  and  a  priest,  with  his 
noiseless,  cat-like  tread,  entered  the  circle.  "  Here  is  a  priest," 
said  the  brothers.     There  was  a  short  interval  of  silence,  when 

Signor made  a  slight  movement  towards  the  door.     Two 

daggers  instantly  gleamed  before  him.  He  saw  that  it  was  all 
over  with  him — that  the  three  years  of  courtship  were  going  to 
amount  to  something  after  all — and  so  yielded  with  as  good 
grace  as  possible,  and  the  nuptials  were  performed.  Like  a  man 
of  sense,  he  immediately  placed  his  wife  in  a  convent  to  be  edu- 
cated, while  he,  in  the  mean  time,  bought  a  title.  Years  passed 
by,  and  the  ignorant  peasant-girl  emerged  into  the  fashionable 
world,  an  accomplished  woman.     She  is  now  a  widow,  and  is 

called  the  beautiful  Countess  of . 

.  I  was  amused  with  an  illustration  of  Italian  character,  in  an 
incident  that  occurred  while  visiting  another  house  that  the  owners 
wished  to  let.  A  woman  showed  us  over  the  rooms  and  grounds, 
whose  manners  were  much  superior  to  those  of  a  servant,  while 
her  dress  was  not.     As  this  service  is  usually  done  by  servants, 

and  indeed  is  one  of  the  perquisites  of  their  situation,  L sup 

posed,  of  course,  that  a  fee  was  expected.  Having  no  small 
change,  he  asked  me  to  give  her  some  money ;  but  there  wag 
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something  about  the  woman  that  made  me  instinctively  shrink 
from  doing  it,  so  I  gave  him  the  piece  and  he  presented  it  to 
her.  She  colored  up  to  her  very  temples,  smiled  in  most 
charming  confusion,  and  discerning,  with  a  woman's  quick  per- 
ception, the  cause  of  the  mistake,  began  to  apologise  for  her 
dress,  saying  we  had  taken  her  quite  by  surprise.  After  all  pos- 
sible apologies  were  made  on  our  part,  L turned  to  me,  with 

a  most  comical  look,  and  said  in  English,  "  I  mistrusted  as  much, 
but  really  we  are  not  to  blame ;  she  need  not  dress  so  shocking- 
ly." A  minute  after  she  disappeard,  leaving  us  strolling  in  the 
garden,  mortified  at  our  mistake,  and  regretting  the  shock  we  had 
given  the  dear  creature's  feelings. 

Judging  her  by  ladies  in  general,  we  expected  of  course  to 
see  no  more  of  her,  and  fancied  her  sitting  within  her  room,  look- 
ing the  personification  of  contempt  at  our  want  of  penetration. 
But  silent  contempt  is  not  an  Italian  woman's  mode  of  revenge. 
To  our  surprise,  just  as  we  were  leaving  the  gate,  a  cheerful 
voice  called  out  to  us,  and  lo  !  there  came  tripping  up  our  abused 
lady,  with  some  special  information  about  the  house,  which  she 
had  forgotten  to  mention.  The  additional  information,  of  course, 
was  all  smoke,  but  not  so  her  personal  appearance.  In  the  short 
time  she  had  been  absent,  she  had  doffed  her  sluttish  apparel,  es- 
pecially the  villainous  handkerchief  she  had  on  her  neck,  and 
which  would  have  ruined  the  beauty  of  Venus  herself,  and  un- 
pinned her  raven  curls,  which  were  left  floating  coquettishly 
about  her  shoulders,  and  advanced,  showing  the  most  brilliant  set 
of  teeth,  and  smiling,  oh !  so  naturally.  The  little  witch  knew 
she  was  handsome,  and  saw  by  our  looks  and  most  deferential  air, 
that  she  had  achieved  a  victory.  She  had  doubled  our  mortifica- 
tion, and  left  us  with  the  full  belief  that  she  was  a  downright 
handsome  woman. 

This  incident,  trifling  as  it  seemed,  was  a  whole  chapter  on 
Italian  character.  An  English  or  American  woman  would  have 
treated  the  whole  thing  with  sovereign  contempt,  and  gained  by 
it — nothing  ;  for  nobody  but  herself  would  have  known  it.  An 
Italian  woman  has  pride,  but  it  works  in  an  entirely  different 
way.     To  her,  dignity  and  woman's  rights  are  nothing  ;  but  vie- 
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tory — everything  ;  and  there  is  nothing  she  will  not  submit  to,  in 
order  to  gain  it. 

To-day  we  have  been  to  look  at  a  palace,  six  miles  distant,  on 
the  other  side  of  the  city.  It  is  now  occupied  by  the  family  of 
an  exiled  Spanish  duke,  the  duke  himself  having  recently  died. 
The  entrance  to  it  is  through  an  iron  gate,  and  up  an  avenue 
lined  with  hedges  of  box-wood  and  rows  of  trees.  In  front  is  a 
semicircular  area,  filled  with  statuary,  orange,  lemon  trees,  and 
grape  vines.  You  ascend  by  a  flight  of  steps  into  the  lower  en- 
trance, and  then  by  a  marble  staircase  into  the  grand  reception 
room,  which  is  hung  round  with  old  paintings.  In  one  part  of 
the  building  is  a  beautiful  chapel.  Entering  at  length  the  door 
of  the  sittinor-room,  we  beheld  the  two  daughters  of  the  old  duke 
at  their  work.  They  rose  as  we  entered,  and  two  more  striking 
women  I  never  met.  They  were  dressed  in  deep  mourning,  and 
their  raven  hair  was  parted  plain  and  smooth,  over  as  polished 
brows  as  ever  sculptor  perfected. 

Near  by  stands  the  old  palace  of  Prince  Doria,  empty,  and 
fast  sinking  to  ruins.  The  keeper  of  it  found  we  were  house- 
hunting, and  sent  to  have  us  look  at  his  "  palazzo."  It  was  well 
worth  seeing,  both  for  its  antiquity  and  noble  name  ;  but  the 
mirrors  were  marred,  the  paintings  moth-eaten,  the  old  furniture 
rotted  away,  and  the  whole  interior  so  forlorn  and  ruinous,  that 
it  made  me  shudder  to  walk  through  it.  Up  the  long  avenue 
that  stretched  away  below  me,  the  mailed  crusader  had  galloped 
on  his  war  steed,  and  the  area  under  the  window  had  been  filled 
with  shaking  lances.  Knights  and  warriors  had  once  made  the 
room  in  which  I  sat  ring  with  their  revels. 

But  while  my  fancy,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  was  galloping 
off  at  tip-top  speed,  it  was  suddenly  brought  to  a  dead  stand-still, 

by  L 's  quietly  drawing  himself  up  and  asking  the  attendant 

if  he  did  not  think  the  price  asked  for  the  old  concern  was  rather 
too  high  ?  Shade  of  Don  Quixotte  !  how  knights,  and  high-born 
ladies,  and  fierce  old  crusaders,  scampered  away  at  that  question  ! 
I  sat  down  and  laughed,  till  the  old  keeper  thought  I  was  demented. 

L turned,  half  comical  and  half  inquiring,  towards  me,  and 

I  exclaimed,  "  Only  think,  Charlie — that  old  fellow  is  showing 
this  old  princely  palace  over  to  us  two  young  republicans,  with 
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as  much  gravity  and  deference  as  if  the  blood  of  a  thousand 
kings  flowed  in  our  veins.     Oh  !  money,  thou  leveller  of  kings  : 

nay,  thyself  a  king  ;  '  every  inch  a  king  !'  "     "  Well,  J ,'* 

said  my  friend,  "  how  would  you  like  it  here,  any  how  ?"  "  Like 
it  V  said  I,  "  why,  I  should  be  frightened  to  death  to  stay  here 
over  night.  I  would  no  more  sleep  here,  than  I  would  sleep  in  a 
goblin  castle.  I  should  expect  to  sink  through  six  or  seven  floors 
before  morning,  and  finally  wake  up  a  mile  or  two  under  ground." 

The  grounds  of  the  palace,  however,  were  magnificent,  and 
the  fountains,  and  orange  groves  in  them,  and  quiet  lakes,  with 
their  fairy  islands  and  shady  walks,  were  becoming  a  prince's  re- 
treat. You  could  walk  miles  under  the  shade  of  trees,  amid 
fountains  and  statuary,  without  retracing  the  steps. 

To-night  we  have  had  a  council  over  the  different  places  of 
residence.  They  were  all  finally  reduced  to  two,  and  the  veto 
power  lay  of  course  in  Mrs.  L 's  hands.  L stoutly  de- 
clared that  my  vote  was  worth  nothing,  as  it  would  be  thrown  of 
course  for  the  palace  in  which  the  two  beautiful  Spaniards  were. 

Mrs.  L ,  however,  decided  on  that  herself,  and  so,  as  we  say 

at  home,  the  thing  "  is  fixed,"  and  we  move  our  traps  next  week. 

Yours,  &c. 
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LETTER  VI. 

Fuiieri  1  in  the  Morning — Murder  of  an  American  Officer 

Dear  E. — We  have  been  three  weeks  in  our  home,  and  a 
charming  one  it  is  for  this  country.  The  grounds  are  terraced 
up  behind  it,  to  the  top  of  a  hill,  where  there  is  a  semicircular 
area  fringed  with  a  hedge  of  box-wood,  and  filled  with  seats,  de- 
signed for  pic-nic  parties.  The  view  from  this  spot  is  like  the 
vision  of  a  dream-land.  All  the  sea-shore  is  below  you,  dotted 
with  white  villages,  and  the  bay  stretches  off  into  the  open  sea, 
while  the  snow-capped  Alps  are  folding  their  summits  together 
on  the  far  distant  heavens.  Grape-covered  walks  interlace  the 
grounds  in  every  direction,  and  the  yellow  orange  and  lemon 
hang  in  profusion  before  our  windows.  The  building  has  nearly 
thirty  rooms  in  it,  all  furnished,  and  some  of  them  very  richly, 
and  the  rent  is  a  trifle  over  $360  per  annum  ;  so  break  up  your 
establishment  in  Broadway  instanter — half  its  expense  will  en- 
able you  to  live  here  like  a  prince. 

It  takes  some  time  to  accustom  one's  self  to  these  immense 
rooms.  There  are  but  three  of  us,  and  three  servants,  in  all, 
and  it  seems  impossible  to  expand  ourselves  to  the  size  of  the 
building.  Mr.  L.,  wife,  and  nurse,  occupy  rooms  on  one  side  of 
the  house,  while  I  am  all  alone  on  the  other  side.  The  slamming 
of  the  great  doors,  ringing  through  these  immense  halls  as  I  go 
to  bed,  makes  me  nervous.  I  do  not  like  things  on  so  large  a 
scale.  Our  dining-table  is  so  immense,  that  we  almost  need  a 
trumpet  to  hail  each  other  across  it.  One  of  your  snug  Ameri- 
can houses,  made  on  purpose  for  comfort,  is  worth  a  dozen  of 
them. 

The  palace  of  the  Marquis  of  Palavicini  stands  on  a  hill  oppo- 
site us,  the  bells  of  whose  chapel  seem  to  take  a  peculiar  pleasure 
in  ringing  after  midnight.     If  the  good  Marquis  expects  to  keep 
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the  saint  for  whose  benefit  they  are  rung,  quiet  in  his  grave,  by 
these  nocturnal  rope-pullings,  he  must  have  a  singular  idea  of 
the  way  dead  folks  sleep  ;  yet  I  can  almost  forgive  the  disturb- 
ance, for  the  chimes  will  sometimes  be  so  sweet  and  musical,  that 
they  mingle  in  my  dreams,  and  sink  away  into  my  spirit  like  the 
memory  of  young  joys. 

This  morning  I  was  awakened  by  that  mysterious  solemn  chant 
heard  nowhere  but  in  Catholic  countries  ;  rousing  me  out  of  my 
sleep  while  my  room  was  yet  dark,  it  had  an  indescribable  effect 
upon  my  feelings.  I  jumped  out  of  bed,  and  throwing  open  the 
shutters,  beheld  a  funeral  train  winding  along  through  one  corner 
of  our  garden — their  long  wax  tapers  burning  dimly  in  the  grey 
twilight  of  morning.  One  of  the  peasantry  had  died,  and  the 
friends  were  bearing  the  corpse,  wrapped  in  white,  to  a  neigh- 
boring church.  Females,  robed  in  white,  with  long  white  mus- 
lin shawls  folded  across  the  top  of  the  head,  and  falling  down  over 
their  shoulders,  accompanied  the  bier.  The  whole  procession 
moved  with  a  rapid  step,  while  that  strangely  wild  chant  rose  and 
fell  in  regular  cadences  on  the  air.  It  finally  emerged  from  the 
vine-covered  walks,  and  passing  rapidly  a  bridge  that  spanned  a 
rivulet  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  disappeared  on  the  other  side. 
I  turned  to  my  bed  again,  but  not  to  sleep.  The  ghostly  chant 
awaking  me  out  of  my  slumbers,  had  struck  a  superstitious  chord 
in  my  heart,  and  that  funeral  train  seemed  to  me  like  a  visit  and 
a  warning  from  the  spirit  land,  and  left  a  sadness  on  me  that  I 
could  not  shake  off. 

I  left  this  letter  unfinished  to  go  to  dinner,  and  while  we  were 
at  table  a  carriage  drove  up,  and  a  clerk  of  the  Consular  office 
was  announced,  bringing  a  note  from  the  Vice-Consul,  stating 
that  our  Mediterranean  fleet  had  just  arrived  from  Mahon.  This 
was  stirring  news,  and  we  were  soon  en  route  for  Genoa.  It  was 
too  late  for  the  Consul  to  board  the  fleet  officially,  and  so  we  met 
Commodore  Morgan  and  his  lady  on  the  wharf.  The  fleet  has 
left  Mahon  on  account  of  the  assassination  of  one  of  our  midship- 
men. The  disbanded  soldiers  of  the  Spanish  army  are  turned 
loose  on  the  island,  and  become  perfect  cut-throats.  The  feeling 
among  the  officers  against  the  government,  on  account  of  its  per- 
feet  indifference  to  the  murder,  threatened  serious  disturbances, 
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and  the  Commodore  wisely  resolved  to  leave.  The  midshipman 
who  was  killed,  seemed  to  have  one  of  those  mysterious  warnings, 
which  sometimes  paralyze  the  heart  of  the  stoutest  warrior  just 
before  an  engagement.  Owing  to  the  lawless  character  of  the 
inhabitants,  the  officers  invariably  wore  side  arms  when  they  went 
ashore.  Young  Morrison,  the  afternoon  he  went  ashore,  appeared 
unusually  sad,  and  just  as  he  was  about  leaving  the  ship,  the  offi- 
cer, who  related  to  me  the  circumstances,  told  him  he  had  better 
take  his  pistols  with  him.  He  shook  his  head,  and  said  seriously 
he  did  not  need  them.  "  But,  surely,"  said  his  friend,  "  you  are 
not  going  to  leave  your  sword  behind."  He  replied  yes,  and 
stepped  into  the  boat.  In  the  evening  he  was  at  a  Cafe  with  sev- 
eral of  the  officers,  and  when  they  left,  lingered  behind  a  moment. 
The  officers  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  (said  my  friend),  "  I 
heard  a  shriek  behind  me.  The  next  moment  young  M.  rushed 
by,  exclaiming,  '  I  am  killed,'  and  fell  dead."  His  friends 
rushed  back  to  seize  the  assassin,  but  found  only  a  large  Spanish 
knife  on  the  ground,  covered  with  blood.  The  murderer  had 
fled.  He  had  evidently  watched  young  M.  coming  out  of  the 
Cafe  unarmed,  and  stepping  up  behind  in  the  dark,  pinioned  him 
tight  with  one  arm,  while,  with  the  other,  he  rapidly  gave  him 
three  stabs  in  the  heart.  The  next  day  it  was  discovered  that 
M.  had  taken  out  his  Bible  before  he  went  ashore,  and  read  it, 
and  inserted  between  the  leaves  a  short  will,  or  parting  request  to 
his  friends,  showing  that  ha  anticipated  his  death.  So  powerful 
and  mysterious  was  this  impression,  that  he  took  pains  to  leave 
all  his  weapons  behind  him.  He  seemed  to  regard  his  death  as 
fixed  among  the  unalterable  decrees.  He  had  had  no  quarrel, 
and  probably  the  only  reason  the  assassin  attacked  him  was,  that 
he  found  him  alone  and  unarmed. 

Some  would  find  in  this  an  evidence  of  the  truth  of  omens  and 
warnings,  but  if  we  could  look  through  the  causes  that  led  to  the 
impressions  in  this  case,  we  might  find  it  based  on  a  superstitious 
notion  received  in  infancy,  or  an  incident  slight  as  the  tick  of  the 
death-watch.  It  was  of  no  consequence  whether  the  cause  of  the 
impression  was  reasonable,  or  not — it  led  him  to  that  carelesness 
and  neglect,  which  would  probably  have  secured  the  deatli  of  any 
officer. 
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20th. — To-day  I  have  been  back  in  the  mountains  among  the 
poorer  peasantry.  Houses  are  scattered  all  through  the  hills, 
with  nothing  but  paths  leading  to  them  from  the  sea.  Pigs  and 
chickens  have  free  access,  and  they  are  often  the  only  inmates 
you  see  on  the  threshold.  The  situation  of  these  hovels  is  highly 
picturesque.  From  the  top  of  a  ridge  I  would  look  down  into  a 
deep  valley,  and  there,  beside  a  brawling  stream,  all  buried  up 
in  the  vines,  would  nestle  something  that  ought  to  have  been  a 
cottage,  but  which,  alas,  was  a  hovel.  It  is  astonishing  to  see 
how  the  hill-sides  in  some  places  are  cultivated.  Patches,  that 
look  scarcely  larger  than  the  palm  of  your  hand,  spot  the  moun- 
tains in  every  direction. 

Chestnuts  are  quite  a  staple  article  for  food.  They  are  about 
three  times  as  large  as  our  chestnuts,  and  are  eaten  in  almost 
every  form,  but  usually  roasted.  They  are  also  pounded  up,  and 
cooked  into  a  sort  of  pudding. 

In  general,  the  peasantry  are  more  chaste  than  the  other  classes 
of  Italians.  The  seducer  may  roam  among  the  nobility,  and  un- 
less he  treads  on  the  toes  of  some  peppery  rival,  acquires  credit, 
rather  than  disgrace,  by  his  conquests.  But  let  him  go  among 
the  peasantry,  and  his  body  will  soon  be  found  in  the  highway, 
with  the  marks  of  the  knife  on  him.  Among  the  poor,  there  are 
no  matches  of  convenience,  made  by  the  parents,  and  in  which 
virtue  and  love  are  entirely  useless  commodities.  The  peasant 
girl  has  nothing  but  her  character  to  recommend  her,  and  when 
that  is  gone,  her  hopes  of  marriage  are  gone.  I  must  say,  how- 
ever, that  selfishness  seems  to  have  as  much  to  do  with  their 
chastity,  as  virtuous  principles,  and  perhaps  more  ;  for  after  mar- 
riage, the  same  sensitiveness  is  not  exhibited,  and  peccadilloes, 
and  love  affairs,-  are  the  source  of  endless  quarrels,  and  often 
murders. 

21st. — Last  night  was  a  terrific  night.  An  awful  storm  swept 
the  sea  and  the  shores.  I  stood  by  the  window  at  midnight  and 
gazed  off  on  the  waves  that  almost  washed  the  foot  of  the  garden. 
Every  few  moments  the  angry  swell  would  fall  in  thunder  on  the 
beach,  sending  its  foam  to  the  roofs  of  the  buildings  that  lined  the 
shore.  Perfect  blackness  would  be  resting  on  everything,  when 
a  sudden  flash  of  lightning  would  light  up  the  whole  riviera  and 
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bay,  while  the  masts  of  a  vessel  struggling  against  the  blast  were 
painted  out  distinctly  against  the  clouds.  While  I  was  gazing  on 
this  war  of  the  elements,  suddenly  over  the  roar  of  the  waves, 
and  in  the  intervals  of  the  thunder,  came  the  dull  report  of  cannon. 
It  was  a  signal  of  distress.  Some  vessel  at  a  distance  was  driving 
ashore,  and  that  cannon-shot  was  her  cry  for  help.  Nothing  can 
be  sadder  than  to  stand  on  land  and  hear  above  the  tumult  of  the 
storm,  the  minute  gun  of  distress  at  sea.  The  staggering  ship — 
terror-stricken  sailors  and  the  wild  death  before  them,  rush  over 
the  fancy  with  every  shot. 

I  have  heard  this  morning  that  a  Marseilles  vessel  was  wrecked 
in  the  storm,  but  only  two  of  the  crew  perished. 

Yours,  &c. 
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LETTER  VII. 

The  Carnival — Clara  Novello — Isola  the  Painter,  &c. 

Genoa,  1843. 
The  Carnival  here,  as  in  all  Italian  cities,  is  the  gay  season  of 
the  year.  Balls,  routes,  masquerades,  follow  each  other  in  quick 
succession.  The  Opera  is  at  its  height,  and  the  whole  population 
throw  off  their  cares,  and  laugh,  and  dance,  and  sing,  as  if  the 
world  were  a  flower  garden  and  Italy  the  brightest  bower  within 
its  borders.  Clara  Novello  has  been  the  Prima  Donna  for  the 
last  half  of  the  Carnival.  Rome  and  Genoa  had  both,  as  they 
thought,  engaged  her  for  the  season,  and  hence  when  each  claimed 
her  there  was  a  collision.  The  two  Governments  took  it  up 
and  finally  it  was  referred  to  the  Pope.  It  was  a  matter  of  some 
consequence  to  his  Holiness  where  the  sweet  singer  should  open 
her  mouth  for  the  season.  In  his  magnanimity  he  decided  she 
should  stay  at  Rome.  The  managers,  however,  compromised  the 
matter  by  each  city  having  her  half  the  time.  She  had  formerly 
been  exceedingly  popular  here,  but  contrary  to  the  will  of  the 
chief  bass  singer  and  the  leader  of  the  orchestra,  she  attempted  at 
her  first  appearance,  an  air  unsuited  to  her  voice,  and  which  she 
was  told  she  could  not  perform.  Of  course  she  failed  and  was 
slightly  hissed.  Her  English  blood*  mounted  at  so  unequivocal  a 
demonstration  of  their  opinion  of  her  singing,  and  Dido-like,  bow- 
ing haughtily  to  the  crowd,  she  turned  her  back  on  the  audience 
and  walked  off  the  stage.  The  tenor  and  the  bass  both  stopped — • 
the  orchestra  stopped — indeed  all  stopped  except  the  hissing, 
which  waxed  louder  every  moment.  She  was  immediately  taken 
to  her  rooms  by  the  Police  of  the  city,  and  for  three  days  the 
gens-d'armes  stood  night  and  day  at  her  door,  keeping  the  fair 
singer  a  prisoner  for  her  misconduct.  This  is  a  fair  illustration 
of  this  government.     Even  an  opera  singer  cannot  pout  without 

*  Her  mother  was  an  English  woman. 


30  LETTERS  FROM  ITALY. 

having  the  gens-d'armes  after  her.  On  the  promise  of  good  be- 
havior, however,  she  was  released  from  confinement  and  again 
appeared  on  the  stage,  where  the  good-natured,  music-loving  Ital- 
ians hailed  her  appearance  with  deafening  cheers,  and  repaid 
their  want  of  gallantry  with  excess  of  applause. 

Poor  Clara  Novello  is  not  the  first  who  has  suffered  from  the 
tyranny  of  this  military  despotism.  The  other  day  I  went  to  see 
the  first  painter  of  Genoa.  He  is  a  young  man,  modest,  amiable, 
and  courteous,  so  much  so  that  I  became  immediately  deeply  in 
terested  in  him.  His  name  is  Isola.  He,  too,  has  fallen  once 
under  the  ban  of  the  government.  Like  all  geniuses  he  loves 
liberty,  and  the  first  great  historical  piece  he  painted  and  or» 
which  he  designed  to  base  his  claim  to  be  ranked  among  the  firs' 
artists  of  his  country,  was  a  representation  of  the  last  great  strug 
gle  Genoa  made  for  freedom.  He  showed  me  the  design :  in  the 
foreground  with  his  horse  fallen  under  him,  struggled  the  foreign 
governor  that  had  been  imposed  on  the  people,  while  the  excited 
multitude  were  raining  stones  and  missiles  on  him,  and  trampling 
him  under  foot.  Farther  back,  and  elevated  on  the  canvass, 
stood  the  Marquis  of  Spinola,  cheering  on  the  people,  one  hand 
grasping  the  sword,  the  other  waving  aloft  the  flag  of  Freedom. 
Excited  men  were  running  hither  and  thither,  through  the  crowded 
streets,  and  all  the  bustle  and  hurry  of  a  rapid,  heavy  fight, 
were  thrown  upon  the  canvass.  It  was  a  spirited  sketch,  and 
one  almost  seemed  to  hear  the  battle  cry  of  freemen,  and  the 
shout  of  victory.  Such  a  picture  immediately  made  a  noise  in 
Genoa,  where  yet  slumber  the  elements  of  a  Republic.  It  was 
finished,  and  admired  by  all,  and  treasured  by  the  painter.  But 
one  day,  while  Isola  was  sitting  before  it,  contemplating  his  work, 
and  thinking  what  corrections  might  be  made,  his  door  was  burst 
open,  and  two  gens-d'armes  stood  before  him.  Seizing  the  picture 
before  his  eyes  they  marched  him  off  behind  it,  to  answer  for  the 
crime  of  having  painted  his  country  battling  for  her  rights.  The 
painting  was  locked  up  in  a  room  of  the  government,  where  it  has 
ever  since  remained.  Isola  was  carried  between  two  gens-d'armes 
a  hundred  and  twenty  miles,  to  Turin,  and  thrown  into  prison. 
He  was  finally  released,  but  his  picture  remains  under  lock  and 
key.     The  government;  however,  has,  in  its  magnanimity,  con- 
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descended  to  permit  the  artist  to  sell  it  to  any  one  who  will  carry 
it  out  of  the  country.  Where  shall  it  go  ?  I  would  that  some 
American  might  purchase  it.  I  spoke  with  him  on  the  subject, 
and  sympathized  with  him  on  the  wrongs  he  had  suffered.  I 
spoke  to  him  of  my  country,  and  the  sympathy  such  a  transac- 
tion would  awaken  in  every  grade  of  society,  and  invited  him  to 
go  home  with  me,  where  he  could  breathe  free,  and  his  pencil 
move  free.  I  promised  him  a  welcome,  and  a  reputation,  and  a 
home  in  a  republic,  whose  struggle  for  freedom  had  never  yet 
been  in  vain,  and  whose  air  would  unfetter  his  spirit  and  expand 
his  genius. 

Such  language  from  a  foreigner  and  a  republican,  he  felt  to  be 
sincere.  He  turned  his  immensely  large,  black,  and  melancholy 
eyes  on  me,  and  attempted  to  reply.  But  his  chin  began  to  trem- 
ble, his  voice  quivered  and  stopped,  his  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
and  he  turned  away  to  hide  his  feelings.  Oh,  when  I  think  of  the 
cursed  tyranny  man  practises  on  man — the  brutal  chain.  Power 
puts  on  Genius — the  slavery  to  which  a  crowned  villain  can  and 
does  subject  the  noblest  souls  that  God  lets  visit  the  earth — I  wish 
for  a  moment  that  supreme  power  were  mine,  that  the  wronged 
might  be  righted,  and  the  noble  yet  helpless  be  placed  beyond 
the  reach  of  oppression  and  the  torture  of  servility. 

The  police  of  this  kingdom  is  Argus-eyed.  Gens-d'armes  in 
disguise  are  in  every  coffee-house,  and  crowd,  and  party.  Two 
nobles  have  lately  been  imprisoned  for  uttering  a  few  careless 
words.  These  spies  of  tyranny  are  dogging  your  footsteps  when 
you  least  expect  it,  and  report  your  words  long  after  they  have 
been  forgotten  by  yourself.  So  afraid  is  the  king  of  the  influence 
of  republican  principles,  that  he  has  despatched  an  order  to  his 
officers  in  Genoa  to  be  on  their  guard  and  not  be  very  familiar 
with  the  officers  of  our  squadron.  In  consequence,  many  Geno- 
ese officers,  who  were  exceedingly  polite,  all  at  once  have  become 
shy  and  distant.  Only  think  of  60,000  soldiers  to  a  population 
of  about  400,000,  and  for  a  territory  about  the  size  of  New  York  ! 
But  these  things  will  have  an  end.  Dream  as  men  will,  the  world 
is  not  merely  marking  time ;  it  is  onward  with  a  steady  step  to 
some  goal. 

Yours,  &;c. 
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LETTER  VIII. 

Columbus'  Manuscripts — ^Ride  on  Horseback — Death  in  the  Theatre. 

Genoa,  January,  1843. 

Dear  E. — We  are  back  in  Genoa.  The  coming  on  of  the 
rainy  season  and  the  gay  season  together,  made  it  very  uncom- 
fortable so  far  out  of  town.  Besides,  our  fleet  has  moored  itself 
for  the  winter  in  port,  and  many  of  its  officers  have  their  ladies 
with  them,  making  quite  an  American  society  in  the  city.  Our 
Charge  at  Turin  and  lady  have  also  come  down  to  spend  a  month 
or  two,  so  that  American  stock  is  quite  up  in  the  market.  Last 
night  I  was  at  a  tea-party  on  board  the  flag-ship,  in  the  captain's 
cabin.  There  were  eight  or  nine  American  ladies  present,  and 
nothing  has  reminded  me  so  much  of  home  since  I  left  it.  Com- 
modore Morgan  is  a  frank,  brave  and  noble-hearted  man,  and 
every  inch  a  sailor.  He  has  unfortunately  been  laid  up  with 
the  gout  since  he  arrived,  and  hence  seldom  appears  in  society ; 
but  when  he  does,  his  soldier-like  bearing  attracts  universal  at- 
tention. In  the  Tangier  affair  he  has  been  more  sinned  against 
than  sinning.  Such  officers  also  as  Lieutenants  Brown  and  Grif- 
fin,  and  others  that  might  be  named,  are  an  honor  to  our  flag 
wherever  they  carry  it.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  our  "  locum 
tenens^'  is  in  Strada  Balbi,  nearly  opposite  the  palace  of  the  king ; 
nearer  to  it  than  I  trust  your  house  will  ever  stand  to  a  royal  pal- 
ace— at  least  while  it  stands  on  American  soil. 

Horseback  riding  along  this  riviera  is  perfectly  delicious.  I 
do  not  wonder  that  Byron  and  Lady  Blessington  preferred  to  take 
their  "  tete-a-tete"  on  horseback  along  this  magnificent  sea-shore. 
Yesterday,  towards  evening,  I  took  a  gallop  with  Mr.  Duralde, 
a  grandson  of  Henry  Clay,  and  extending  our  ride  farther  than 
we  anticipated,  we  did  not  return  till  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening. 
Being  somewhat  in  a  hurry,  we  er'i  ^^d  the  city  on  a  plunging 
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trot,  and  there  being  no  carriages  or  horses  in  the  street  to  inter- 
cept our  progress,  we  did  not  slacken  our  speed.  As  we  ap- 
proached a  narrow  street,  into  which  we  were  to  turn,  I  saw  a 
little  donkey  ambling  along  with  a  load  on  his  back  •  but  not 
dreaming  he  was  going  to  interfere  with  my  motions,  I  paid  no  at- 
tention to  him  till  just  as  I  was  turning  the  corner,  when,  to  my 
surprise,  I  saw  him  also  wheeling  into  the  same  street,  and  not 
hugging  the  wall  either  so  closely  as  I  thought  he  might  con- 
veniently have  done.  Being  under  full  speed,  I  saw  in  a  moment 
that  a  collision  was  inevitable ;  but  I  supposed  his  donkeyship 
would  have  the  v/orst  of  it,  as  I  carried  both  more  momentum 
and  more  weight.  But  the  load  I  took  to  be  some  soft  substance 
proved  to  be  blocks  of  marble,  against  the  corner  of  which  my 
leg  came  with  all  the  force  a  rapid  trot  could  bring  it.  The  don- 
key, load  and  all,  went  spinning  into  the  corner  of  an  old  palace, 
but  my  leg  was  battered  most  cruelly  by  the  blow.  After  I  dis- 
mounted, I  found  myself  unable  to  walk  for  a  long  time,  and  have 
limped  ever  since.  This,  you  would  say,  should  learn  me  to 
ride  slower,  while  I  would  say,  it  should  learn  all  donkeys  to 
keep  their  own  side  of  the  road. 

The  other  day  I  went  to  see  the  manuscripts  of  Columbus, 
presented  by  him  to  the  city  of  Genoa.  They  are  kept  in  an 
aperture  made  in  a  marble  shaft,  that  is  surmounted  by  a  bust 
of  Columbus.  The  little  brass  door  that  shuts  them  in,  can 
be  opened  only  by  means  of  three  keys,  which  have  been  kept 
till  lately  by  three  different  officers,  in  three  different  sections  of 
the  city,  so  highly  is  the  legacy  prized.  These  letters  are  written 
in  bold,  plain  characters,  and  are  filled  with  the  noblest  senti- 
ments. Several  were  translated  to  me,  and  one  expression  struck 
me  as  peculiarly  characteristic  of  the  man.  Speaking  of  his 
preservation  in  his  long  voyages,  and  through  his  great  perils,  he 
says  :  "  I  am  one  of  the  most  favored  by  the  grace  of  God."  I 
never  held  a  treasure  in  my  hand,  that  had  to  me  such  an  ines 
timable  value,  as  these  noble  letters  of  the  noblest  and  greatest  of 
men. 

I  have  seen  and  heard  much  of  an  Italian's  love  of  music,  but 
nothing  illustrating  it  so  forcibly  as  an  incident  that  occurred  last 
evening  at  the  opera.     In  the  midst  of  one  of  the  scenes,  a  man 
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in  the  pit  near  the  orchestra  was  suddenly  seized  with  convul- 
sions. His  limbs  stiffened  ;  his  eyes  became  set  in  his  head,  and 
stood  wide  open,  staring  at  the  ceiling  like  the  eyes  of  a  corpse  ; 
while  low  and  agonizing  groans  broke  from  his  struggling  bosom. 
The  prima-donna  came  forward  at  that  moment,  but  seeing  this 
livid,  death-stamped  face  before  her,  suddenly  stopped,  with  a 
tragic  look  and  start,  that  for  once  was  perfectly  natural.  She 
turned  to  the  bass-singer,  and  pointed  out  the  frightful  spectacle. 
He  also  started  back  in  horror,  and  the  prospect  was  that  the 
opera  would  terminate  on  the  spot ;  but  the  scene  that  was  just 
opening  was  the  one  in  v/hich  the  prima-donna  was  to  make  her 
great  effort,  and  around  which  the  whole  interest  of  the  play  was 
gathered,  and  the  spectators  were  determined  not  to  be  disap- 
pointed because  one  man  was  dying,  and  so  shouted,  "  go  on !  go 
on !"  Clara  Novello  gave  another  look  towards  the  groaning 
man,  whose  whole  aspect  was  enough  to  freeze  the  blood,  and 
then  started  off  in  her  part.  But  the  dying  man  grew  worse  and 
worse,  and  finally  sprung  bolt  upright  in  his  seat.  A  person  sit- 
ting behind  him,  all-absorbed  in  the  music,  immediately  placed 
his  hands  on  his  shoulders,  pressed  him  down  again,  and  held 
him  firmly  in  his  place.  There  he  sat,  pinioned  fast,  with  his 
pale,  corpse-like  face  upturned,  in  the  midst  of  that  gay  assem- 
blage, and  the  foam  rolling  over  his  lips,  while  the  braying  of 
trumpets,  and  the  voice  of  the  singer,  drowned  the  groans  that 
were  rending  his  bosom.  At  length  the  foam  became  streaked 
with  blood  as  it  oozed  through  his  teeth,  and  the  convulsive 
starts  grew  quicker  and  fiercer.  But  the  man  behind  held  him 
fast,  while  he  gazed  in  perfect  rapture  on  the  singer,  who  now, 
like  the  ascending  lark,  was  trying  her  loftiest  strain.  As  it 
ended,  the  house  rang  with  applause,  and  the  man  who  had  held 
down  the  poor  writhing  creature  could  contain  his  ecstacy  no 
longer,  and  lifting  his  hands  from  his  shoulders,  clapped  them 
rapidly  together  three  or  four  times,  crying  out  over  the  ears  of 
the  dying  man,  '-  Brava,  brava  !^'  and  then  hurriedly  placing  them 
back  again  to  prevent  his  springing  up,  in  his  convulsive  throes. 
It  was  a  perfectly  maddening  spectacle,  and  the  music  jarred  on 
the  chords  of  my  heart  like  the  blows  of  a  hammer.  But  the 
song  was  ended,  the  effect  secured,  and  so  the  spectators  could  at- 
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.end  to  the  sufferer  in  their  midst.  The  gens-d'armes  entered, 
and  carried  him  speechless  and  lifeless  out  of  the  theatre.  If 
this  be  the  refined  nature,  and  sensitive  soul,  love  of  music 
creates.  Heaven  keep  me  from  it,  and  my  countrymen.  Give  me 
a  heart,  with  chords  that  vibrate  to  human  suffering,  sooner  than 
to  the  most  ravishing  melody,  aye,  that  can  hear  nothing  and  feel 
nothing  else,  when  moving  Pity  speaks.  But  so  the  world  goes, 
— men  will  weep  over  a  dying  ass,  then  pitch  a  brother  into  the 
ditch.  A  play,  oh,  how  they  can  appreciate,  and  feel  it,  they  are 
so  sensitive,  but  a  stern,  stirring  fact,  they  can  look  as  coldly  on 
as  a  statue ! 

The  wife  of  our  charge  related  to  me  the  other  day  a  curious 
illustration  of  an  Italian's  habit  of  crying  "  bravo"  to  everything 
that  pleases  him.  During  the  winter  there  was  a  partial  eclipse 
of  the  sun,  and  the  Turinites  were  assembled  on  the  public 
square  to  witness  it.  As  the  shadow  of  the  moon  slowly  en- 
croached on  the  sun's  disc,  they  cried  out  "  bravo,  bravo,"  as 
they  would  to  a  successful  actor  on  the  stage. 

A  priest  whom  L considers  a  great  bore  has  just  left  us. 

He  has  one  of  the  most  treacherous,  sinister-looking  black  eyes 
I  ever  saw  in  a  human  head.  Mrs.  L says  his  presence  af- 
fects her  like  that  of  a  snake.  I  rather  like  him  as  a  character, 
though  I  would  not  trust  him  an  inch  beyond  his  self-interest. 
He  is  honest  in  one  thing,  however — he  says  there  is  not  a  ghost 
of  chance  for  a  Protestant  in  the  next  world,  and  asserts  that  I 
am  a  gone  man,  with  most  provoking  coolness.  He  will  not  let 
me  stop  even  in  purgatory,  where  the  prayers  of  good  Catholics 
might  reach  me,  but  shoves  me  straight  past  into  the  lowest  pit 
of  perdition.  I  laugh  at  his  charity,  and  hope  a  better  destiny 
for  him.         * 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER   IX. 

A  Day's  Ramble  through  the  City  of  Genoa. 

Genoa,  January  10,  1843. 

Dear  E. — ^I  do  not  know  that  I  can  give  a  better  notion  of  the 
various  little  things  you  meet  in  Genoa,  than  by  relating  the  in- 
cidents of  a  single  day's  promenade. 

Yesterday  at  two  o'clock  I  started  out  into  strada  Balbi,  and 
passing  the  king's  palace,  Durazzo,  and  Balbi,  and  other  palaces, 
came  at  length  to  an  open  square,  occupied  as  a  Vettura  stand, 
which  was  blocked  with  those  old,  shabby,  shattered,  rickety  af- 
fairs called  vetture.  The  horses  standing  before  them,  either  eat- 
ing hay  or  looking  as  if  they  never  had  eaten  any,  seemed  to 
have  been  carefully  selected  from  all  the  smallest,  oldest,  sickest, 
poorest,  laziest,  rejected  dray  horses  of  the  world.  They  all  had 
on  old  Dutch  harnesses,  and  many  were  supplied  with  rope 
traces  and  reins,  while  the  dirty  drivers  looked  like  "  scare-crows 
eloped  from  a  corn-field.'^  You  would  be  amused  to  see  one  of 
these  vehicles  in  motion.  Built  originally  something  like  a  com- 
mon hack,  they  have  an  additional  sort  of  calash  top,  projecting 
over  the  seat  of  the  driver,  which,  having  a  decidedly  downward 
pitch,  gives  to  the  whole  apparatus  the  appearance  of  diving  at 
the  horses.  Take  some  of  the  oldest  (and  they  seem  cotempo- 
raries  of  the  Ark)  and  get  the  team  you  would  take  for  a  pair  of 
poor  cows  in  full  motion,  and  you  would  be  astonished  at  the  cer- 
tainty with  which  they  reach  their  destination.  It  is  wonderful  to 
watch  how  the  carriage  will  keep  the  general  direction  of  the 
hordes,  without  appearing  to  follow  them  at  all.  The  great  thing 
§eems  to  be,  to  keep  the  main  run  of  the  street.  If  I  should  see 
a  carriage  at  home  performing  such  evolutions  as  these  vetturas 
often  do,  I  should  certainly  halloo  to  the  driver  to  hold  up,  or  he 
Woiild  soon  be  in  pieces. 
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As  I  passed  this  stand  I  was  hailed  of  course,  like  a  passenger 
at  a  steamboat  landing,  with  "  a  Milano,  a  Torino,  a  Lucca,  a 
Pegli,"  &c.  To  the  d — 1,  said  a  rough  voice  behind  me.  It 
came  from  an  Englishman,  who  was  running  the  same  gauntlet 
with  myself.  He  cursed,  while  I  laughed  involuntarily,  thinking 
of  New  York,  and  wondering  what  the  good  people  of  Gotham 
would  say  to  see  such  scare-crow  establishments  in  their  streets, 
offered  to  their  service. 

Leaving  this  rabble,  I  came  to  a  bend  in  the  street  where  Balbi 
is  changed  into  Nuovissima.  In  the  side  of  the  wall,  in  the  cor- 
ner, is  a  fountain,  at  which  women  stood  washing  clothes,  with 
as  much  unconcern  as  if  they  were  not  in  the  Broadway  of 
Genoa. 

Coming  to  another  open  space  where  the  street  takes  the  name 
of  Nuova,  on  which  there  is  not  a  building  but  a  palace,  I  saw  a 
group  of  men  in  that  oval  shape  which  always  indicates  some- 
thing of  interest  in  the  centre.  This  is  a  law  of  bipeds,  and 
knowing  its  universality,  I  stepped  up  to  look  in  with  the  rest. 
In  the  centre  was  a  Neapolitan  with  "  twa  dogs,"  which  he  af- 
firmed came  from  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth,  even  from 
America.  I  thought  very  likely,  for  one  resembled  a  common 
bull  pup,  and  the  other  looked  like  an  ordinary  black  whiffet. 
The  black  one  was  walking  with  the  most  ludicrous  gravity 
around  the  circle  on  his  fore  legs,  while  his  hinder  parts  were 
elevated  in  the  air.  After  he  had  finished  his  promenade,  the 
man  made  a  regular  stump  speech  and  then  introduced  the  bull 
pup.  He  called  him  up  and  asked  him  if  he  liked  tobacco. 
The  little  fellow  lazily  lifted  up  his  fore  paws  to  the  man's  knees 
and  sneezed. 

He  then  asked  him  if  he  liked  maccaroni.  He  slowly  turned 
up  his  eye,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  What  an  insult !"  and  then  de- 
liberately yawned.  "  Now,"  said  he  to  the  dog,  "  we  will  have 
some  music."  On  the  ground  was  a  piece  of  carpet,  and  on  the 
carpet  a  sort  of  harp,  with  a  piece  of  written  music  fastened  at 
the  top.  The  man  knelt  on  one  knee,  and  played  an,  old,  broken- 
winded  clarionet,  giving  at  the  same  time  a  wink  to  the  dog. 
The  little  fellow,  with  all  the  gravity,  if  not  grace,  of  a  Miss  at 
a  piano,  squatted  down  on  his  hind  legs,  and,  laying  his  little  ears 
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back,  lifted  his  fore  paws  to  the  harp  and  played,  or  rather  pawed 
a  sort  of  running  accompaniment  to  the  tune,  amid  peals  of 
laughter.  I  shook  my  head  at  the  man's  first  statement,  and 
however  much  pride  I  might  take  in  owning  such  remarkable 
dogs  as  fellow-citizens,  I  knew  none  but  a  dog,  born  and  educated 
in  a  land  of  fine  arts  and  song,  could  learn  music  so  early.  It 
was  an  Italian  dog  and  no  other.  I  passed  on  through  strada 
Nuova,  and,  turning  to  the  left,  came  to  another  open  space  and 
another  group  of  men,  women  and  children.  In  the  centre  of 
this  were  a  boy  and  girl,  brother  and  sister,  about  ten  and  four- 
teen years  of  age  ;  and  they  too  were  "  getting  a  living."  They 
were  from  the  Savoy  Mountains.  The  girl  had.a  sort  of  hand- 
organ  swung  around  her  neck,  resembling  an  old  ^npainted  box, 
out  of  which  she  was  grinding  music,  which  she  accompanied 
with  her  voice,  and  oh,  such  singing !  The  little  shabby,  dirty 
thing,  stood  with  her  sun-burnt,  pox-pitted  face  screwed  up  into 
a  most  tragical  expression,  and  shooting  forward  at  intervals,  like 
the  opening  of  a  knife  blade,  to  give  force  to  her  words,  while  the 
strained  cords  stood  out  like  sentinels  on  her  brown  neck  and  bo- 
som. The  ragged  urchin  also  had  a  box  strapped  around  Ms 
neck,  in  which  was  a  veritable  "  coon,"  that  he  made  dance  and 
whirl  to  the  music.  A  few  steps  more  brought  me  on  to  the 
grand  promenade,  "  aqua  sola"  (solitary  water),  under  which 
rest  the  mouldering  bones  of  80,000  people,  who  were  swept 
away  by  one  pestilence.  Around  me  were  fountains  and  flowers  ; 
above  me  the  terraced  hills,  and  far  away  the  sparkling  sea.  It 
was  poetry  all,  even  to  the  far  off  and  glorious  sky.  Just  then  I 
stumbled  on  a  group  of  women  and  children,  sitting  against  the 
sunny  side  of  a  wall,  looking  heads,  and  from  the  appearance  they 
seemed  remarkahly  successful.  This,  too,  is  Italy,  I  exclaimed, 
as  I  turned  into  another  walk,  that  overlooked  the  "'  Grand  Para- 
dise," and  the  residence  of  Lord  Byron.  But  here,  also,  I  was 
met  by  another  Italian  in  the  shape  of  a  woman — a  beggar — and 
resembling  more  a  dirty,  ragged  Indian  squaw  than  an  Italian. 
Her  sun-burnt  hair  hung  over  her  face  and  shoulders,  while  an 
old  woollen  blanket,  that  extended  from  her  head  nearly  to  her 
bare  feet,  served  partially  to  conceal  the  rags  that  covered  her. 
She  threw  her  head  on  one  side,  held  out  her  hand,  and  in  a 
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pitiful  tone  exclaimed,  "per  carita,  Signore,  mi  miserabile." 
Miserable  enough  she  seemed,  but  as  I  did  not  immediately  grant 
her  request,  she  began  to  try  the  effect  of  a  little  English,  for 
which  she  had  our  Navy  to  thank.  The  first  words  they  teacn 
are  Daths,  and  they  are  the  only  words  she  knew  without  knowing 
their  meaning.  "  I  say,  Signore,"  she  whined,  "  I  say  per  carita, 
God  damn."  I  turned  away,  sick  with  the  lessons  American? 
teach  the  wretched  of  other  lands. 

I  turned  towards  the  sea  again,  and  felt  I  was  in  Italy ;  for 
there  were  the  beautiful  latines  dotting  the  bosom  of  the  water 
like  swans,  and  with  their  one  great  white  sail,  that  looked  like  a 
wing,  flying  on  their  way.  It  was  now  late  in  the  afternoon,  but 
the  sun  was  warm,  and  a  gentle  south  breeze  was  coming  up 
the  Gulf,  bland  and  soft  as  a  June  wind ;  and  so  I  turned  to 
ascend  the  mountain  that  forms  the  amphitheatre  behind  Genoa, 
and  which  overlooks  the  entire  city,  and  port,  and  neighboring 
sea. 

It  was  a  long  and  toilsome  walk.  The  close  high  walls  that 
hemmed  in  the  path,  mocked  every  effort  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  beautiful  scene  that  I  knew  was  spread  out  below  me.  At 
length  I  reached  the  summit ;  and  oh,  what  a  vision  lay  at  my 
feet !  Beggars  and  street-singers  and  all  were  forgotten.  Palaces, 
and  towers,  and  gardens,  and  vineyards,  and  coming  and  depart- 
ing vessels,  were  crowded  into  one  "  coup  d^cBil.'^  On  the  right 
stretched  away  the  beautiful  rimera  towards  Nice,  sprinkled  with 
villages.  In  front  was  the  sea,  washing  the  base  of  the  Alps, 
that  stood  like  "  earth's  gigantic  sentinels,"  with  their  white  hel- 
mets on,  flashing  in  the  clear  air  and  light  of  the  upper  regions. 
Below  me  were  the  city  and  port  of  Genoa  ;  behind  me  the  bleak, 
grey  Apennines,  piled  and  packed  against  the  clear  sky.  On 
every  side,  between  me  and  the  city,  were  terraced  vineyards 
and  gardens.  The  sun  was  going  to  his  bed  behind  the  Alps, 
bathing  the  whole  southern  horizon  in  gold,  which  was  reflected 
again  in  the  still  water.  I  watched  him  till  his  disc  disappeared 
behind  a  snow  peak,  leaving  a  momentary  glow  of  fire  on  a  grey 
fort  that  frowned  from  the  summit  of  a  mountain  near  me,  and 
then  turned  to  the  panorama  below.  A  long  train  of  mules  issued 
from  the  city  gates,  and  wound  in  single  file  along  the  riviera — 
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the  tinkle  of  their  bells  coming  faint  and  low  at  intervals  to  my 
ear  on  the  light  breeze  that  ascended  the  hill.  On  every  side 
peasants  vi^ere  returning  home ;  some  along  the  dim  shore,  and 
some  winding  up  the  mountain-paths.  The  muffled  sound  of 
carriage-wheels  and  the  murmur  of  busy  men  struggled  out  of 
the  close  packed  city  as  the  night  descended  upon  it.  At  length 
the  evening  chime  of  bells  rose  and  trembled  over  its  marble 
palaces,  drowning  every  other  sound  with  its  louder  melody. 

I  stayed  on  the  hill-top  watching  the  changing  scenes  till  dark- 
ness closed  over  the  whole.  At  length  the  lantern  of  the  immense 
light-house  threw  its  flame  over  the  sea  and  port,  and  the  full 
moon  seemed  to  leap  above  the  Apennines,  casting  its  deeper  light 
and  shade  on  mountain,  sea  and  city. 

I  descended  to  the  town  to  end  the  poetry  of  an  Italian  day  in 
a  cafe,  over  a  cup  of  coffee.  But  all  the  varieties  of  an  Italian 
life  had  not  yet  been  presented  to  me.  With  Italians,  poetry  and 
music  do  not  end  at  the  door  of  an  eating-house.  While  I  was  qui- 
etly sipping  my  coffee,  a  group  entered  ;  a  man  and  boy  with  a 
flute  and  violin,  and  a  young  woman  with  a  guitar,  all  from  the 
mountains  of  Piedmont.  They  played  and  sang  their  mountain- 
airs,  till  I  began  to  dream  of  rocks,  and  jutting  crags,  and  climb- 
ing goats,  and  eagle-nested  huts,  and  brawling  torrents,  and  every- 
thing in  a  wild,  free  existence.  But  alas,  for  the  poetry  of  life  ! 
So  buried  was  I  in  my  thoughts,  that  I  did  not  notice  the  cessation 
of  the  song,  but  sat  twirling  my  spoon  in  my  cup,  wondering  if 
it  were  not  better  at  once  to  find  some  quiet  nook  among  the  hills, 
and,  Rousseau-like,  dream  away  existence,  when  the  spell  was  bro- 
ken by  the  soft  voice  of  the  Piedmontese  beside  me.  I  looked  up, 
and  there  she  stood,  with  a  little  pewter  dish  in  her  hand,  most 
humbly  asking  for  a  few  sous.  Oh  !  pretty  Piedmontese,  what  a 
fall  you  gave  me  !  I  threw  her  the  coppers,  shoved  vexatiously 
my  cup  aside,  and  hastened  into  the  streets.  All  this,  too,  was 
'' for  a  consideration."  Bah!  Land  of  Song!  Yes,  truly;  but 
your  inspiration  is  money.  And  what  is  man's  boasted  independ- 
ence of  will,  when  so  slight  a  thing  can  for  the  moment  make  a 
jest  of  all  his  resolutions,  and  wind  him,  like  a  wand,  around  an 
impulse  !  I  turned  to  my  lodgings,  with  three  Swiss  peasants 
before  me  singing  lazily  along.     Two  carried  two  different  parts, 
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while  the  third  would  ever  and  anon  fling  in  his  deep,  heavy  bass 
voice,  by  way  of  chorus.  These  did  not  seem  to  be  singing  for 
money ;  but  I  could  not  enjoy  it,  and,  weary  and  exhausted,  I 
thought  there  was  no  poetry  in  the  world  like  the  poetry  of  sleep. 
I  have  gone  over  these  little  things,  because  they  are  the  best 
illustration  of  Italian  character.  In  just  about  this  proportion 
are  its  music,  and  scenery,  and  beggars,  and  wretches  mingled. 
It  is  a  land  of  great  contrasts.  The  people,  with  their  poetry 
and  music,  seem  to  me  like  a  speculator  in  an  old  Athenian  tem- 
ple, selling  its  rich  ornaments,  that  were  the  objects  of  his  ances- 
tors' affection  and  veneration,  like  the  trinkets  of  a  toy-shop.  The 
language  of  Italy  was  made  by  poets,  and  is  of  itself  sufficient 
to  render  its  people  effeminate.  Its  singing  has  not  been  exag- 
gerated. It  seems  as  natural  for  an  Italian  to  sing  as  for  a  duck 
to  swim,  and  he  enjoys  music  with  a  relish  we  are  ignorant  of. 
Some  favorite  air  from  Bellini  or  Rossini  will  be  hummed  by  a 
ragged  urchin  in  the  streets,  or  ground  out  by  one  of  those  hand- 
organs  that  meet  you  at  every  turn.  The  Italians  are,  after  all, 
a  happy  people,  and,  like  the  French,  seem  to  live  only  for  the 
present.  The  United  States  they  consider  as  out  of  the  world, 
and  its  inhabitants  only  half  civilized.  They  shrug  the  shoulder 
when  you  speak  of  its  frost,  and  sing  on  in  their  own  mild  clime. 
An  Italian  speculator  the  other  day  was  inquiring  of  me  how 
cold  New  York  was,  for  he  had  had  the  intention  of  trying  to 
grow  mulberry-trees  in  it.  I  told  him  the  thermometer  didn't 
generally  fall  more  than  20'^  below  zero.  "  Per  Baccho,"  said 
he,  with  an  expression  and  a  shrug,  as  if  he  already  felt  the  ice 
around  him  ;  "it  will  never  do."  The  last  I  heard  of  him,  he 
had  started  for  Caraccas.  He  will  doubtless  find  it  warm 
enough  there. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  X. 

Italian  Soirees  and  Beauty — Marquis  of  Palavicini — Lew  Life. 

Genoa,  February,  1841. 

Dear  E. — I  suppose  you  are  wondering  I  say  no  more  of  the 
Carnival  and  its  gaities,  but  nothing  is  more  stupid  than  an  Ital- 
ian soiree.  Conversation  is  mere  twaddle  ;  and  dancing,  and 
waltzing,  and  music,  are  the  three  great  elements  of  Italian  so- 
ciety. Masquerades  and  balls  are  common  among  every  class, 
down  to  the  half-clad  beggar. 

The  Governor's  soirees  twice  a  week,  the  Marquis  di  Negro's 
once  a  week,  and  the  grand  balls  of  the  Casino,  of  which  there 
are  but  three  during  the  winter,  are  the  three  principal  places  of 
the  resort  of  the  nobility. 

My  first  introduction  in  society  was  at  the  old  Doge's  Palace. 
As  I  entered  through  the  grand  gateway,  guarded  by  soldiers  with 
their  glittering  arms,  and  passed  through  the  long  line  of  Porta- 
tine,  or  sedan  chairs,  arranged  on  each  side  of  the  walk,  from 
which  were  emerging  closely  veiled  figures,  and  ascended  the 
long  and  magnificent  marble  steps,  amid  the  presenting  of  arms, 
into  the  entrance  chamber,  filled  with  liveried  servants,  I  expected 
to  be  dazzled  with  such  an  array  of  beauty  as  never  before  blessed 
the  eye  of  man — unless  it  was  King  Solomon  in  the  midst  of  his 
Harem.  Indeed  my  accustomed  self-confidence  was  fast  ooz- 
ing out,  and  I  have  no  doubt  I  should  have  committed  some 
blunder  had  not  Antonio,  like  a  capital  valet  as  he  was,  done 
everything  in  its  proper  time.  *  I  first  entered  a  large  saloon,  and, 
lo !  it  was  filled  to  overflowing  with  nothing  but  officers  in  their 
uniform.  I  wandered  on  till  I  came  to  the  "  ladies'  room,"  and 
it  is  no  more  sad  than  true,  there  was  not  a  really  pretty  woman 
in  it.  I  must  acknowledge,  however,  there  were  not  many  pres- 
ent.    The  Governor,  whether  he  noticed  my  disappointment,  or 
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wished  to  be  civil,  I  know  not,  said,  "  You  must  come  next  ]\Ion- 
day  evening  ;  this  is  a  '  conversazione,'  and  there  are  but  a  few  la- 
dies here — Monday  evening  we  have  a  Ball,  and  there  will  be 
more  present."  Just  then  a  beautiful  creature  swept  into  the 
room,  and  the  Baroness  of  L was  announced.  As  she  sa- 
luted the  Governor  and  passed  on,  he  whispered  to  me,  "  A  very 
beautiful  woman."  "  Very  beautiful,"  I  replied,  at  the  same 
time  drawing  a  long  breath,  like  one  relieved  from  a  long  sus- 
pense, and  very  glad  for  the  opportunity  of  making  such  a  remark. 
But  she  was  a  Russian  Baroness  on  a  visit  to  the  Governor,  and 
not  an  Italian.  I  need  not  say,  that  the  next  Monday  I  did  not 
go.  Indeed  his  soirees,  which  are  twice  a  week  during  Carnival, 
I  find  so  excessively  stupid,  that  unless  I  am  sure  of  some  extra 
attraction,  I  seldom  attend.  The  majority  of  gentlemen  present 
are  officers  of  the  army,  who  are  compelled  to  attend,  so  that  his 
Excellency's  rooms  may  not  be  left  empty.  The  poor  fellows  sit 
around  the  rooms  like  statues,  and  looking  as  if  it  were  the  hard- 
est duty  they  had  to  perform.  These  "  Conversazioni"  do  not 
tempt  one  by  the  refreshments  furnished ;  for  I  verily  believe 
that  ten  dollars  would  pay,  each  evening,  all  the  expenses  the 
Governor  is  at  in  the  entertainment. 

The  other  evening  I  was  at  an  unusually  brilliant  assembly  at 
the  Palace  of  the  Governor ;  and  as  I  was  standing  amid  a  group 
of  officers,  I  caught  a  view  of  a  head  and  face  that  drew  from  me  an 
involuntary  exclamation.  There  was  a  beauty  and  expression  about 
it  I  never  had  seen  but  once  in  my  life  before ;  but  no  one  could 
tell  me  who  she  was  or  where  she  came  from ;  yet  all  looked  as 
if  they  would  give  the  world  to  know.  At  length  seeing  her 
seated  in  familiar  conversation  beside  a  lady  with  whom  I  was 
acquainted,  I  soon  pierced  the  mystery  that  surrounded  her.  You 
can  guess  my  surprise  and  pleasure  to  learn  that  this  beauty  was 
of  American  origin.  She  was  the  daughter  of  Lord  Erskine, 
Minister  to  the  Court  of  Vienna.  When  Minister  to  the  United 
States  he  married  a  beautiful  Philadelphia  lady  (daughter  of  Mr. 
Cadwallader),  who,  it  seems,  had  transmitted  the  charms  that  had 
enthralled  the  noble  lord  to  the  daughter.  You  can  judge  of  the 
effect  of  American  beauty  on  the  Italians,  when  I  tell  3^ou, 
that  while  I  stood  by  her,  the  young  nobles  marched  by  in  regu- 
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lar  platoons,  and  paused  as  they  came  opposite  her,  and  gazed  as 
if  moon-struck.  The  radiant  creature  sat  "  quite  unconscious  of 
all  this,  of  course,^ ^  as  the  lady  sitting  by  her  side  not  very  ami- 
ably whispered  to  me. 

Last  night  the  annual  Ball  was  given  by  the  Governor  at  his 
Palace,  and  there  were  many  beautiful  women  present.  At  that 
time  alone,  during  the  whole  year,  unless  in  court,  do  the  nobility 
wear  the  family  jewels.  On  this  night  they  are  all  exhibited  on 
the  necks,  heads,  and  arms  of  the  matrons  and  their  daughters.  It 
makes  a  perfect  blaze  of  diamonds.  The  nobility  of  Genoa  are 
among  the  richest  of  Italy,  for  the  wealth  the  crusades  opened  to 
them  in  the  East  is  still  gathered  here.  Such  a  profusion  of  or- 
nament I  never  beheld.  There,  for  the  first  time,  I  saw  the  helle 
of  the  city — the  Marchioness  of  Balbi.  I  was  glad  to  see  what 
the  Italians  regarded  as  beauty,  and  was  surprised  to  find  that 
she  had  the  light  complexion  and  rosy  cheeks  of  the  Saxon  race. 
She  was  beautiful — very,  but  of  that  kind  of  beauty  I  do  not  par- 
ticularly admire  ;  it  was,  what  I  would  term,  of  the  doll  kind. 
But  oh,  such  spirits,  and  such  a  dazzling  quantity  of  diamonds ; 
one  almost  needed  to  shield  his  eyes  to  look  on  her.  The  value 
of  them  was  variously  estimated,  but  the  average  estimate  seemed 
to  put  them  at  about  two  hundred  thousand  dollars.  But  even 
her  diamonds  could  not  outshine  the  sparkling  joy  of  her  counte- 
nance. I  never  saw  a  being  float  so  through  a  saloon,  as  if  her 
body  were  a  feather  and  her  soul  the  zephyr  that  floated  it.  It 
made  me  sigh  to  look  on  her.  Such  abounding  gaiety — such 
thrilling  mirth! — I  knew  it  could  not  last;  this  world  was  not 
made  for  it.  The  next  time  I  saw  her  she  was  in  deep  mourning, 
with  her  head  bowed  down  like  a  bulrush.  The  bloom  had  gone 
from  her  cheek,  and  the  light  from  her  eye.  She  vanished  from 
the  gay  world  like  a  stricken  bird.  Her  brother,  the  Marquis  of 
Palavicini — one  of  the  noblest  young  men  I  ever  met — liberal  in 
his  feelings  and  handsome  in  his  person — the  pride  and  hope  of 
his  family — suddenly  died.  I  saw  him  last  at  the  Marquis  di 
Negro's.  As  I  bade  him  good  evening  I  was  struck  with  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance  ;  it  had  a  look  so  intensely  anxious 
that  it  fixed  my  attention.     This  was  Friday  evening.     Sabbath 
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morning  a  mutual  friend  called  on  me  and  told  me  he  was  dead  ! 
So  we  vanish,  like  ghosts  at  cock-crowing. 

He  was  extravagantly  wealthy,  yet  simple  as  the  severest  re- 
publican in  his  appearance  and  habits.  I  never  left  him,  after  a 
conversation,  without  feeling  that  he  was  destined  to  affect  ma- 
terially the  fate  of  his  country.  There  was  a  high  principle,  and 
a  resolute  will  in  him,  that  always  generates  great  and  energetic 
action.  I  shall  never  forget  the  effect  of  a  remark  of  his  to  me, 
and  the  manner  of  it,  one  evening,  in  one  of  the  brilliantly  illu- 
minated rooms  of  the  Governor's  palace.  Amid  the  dense  throng 
of  men  on  every  side,  you  could  detect  scarcely  one  not  in  mili- 
tary uniform.  The  young  Marquis  was  standing  alone  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  leaning  against  a  billiard  table,  and  absorbed 
apparently  in  deep  thought,  yet  with  an  expression  of  scorn  in 
his  features,  perfectly  withering.  I  stepped  up  and  addressed 
him  ;  and  after  returning  my  salutation  he  remarked,  with  a  tone 
that  showed  it  was  caused  by  no  passing  feeling,  "  How  contempti- 
ble is  a  nation  of  soldiers,  and  how  pitiful  the  state  of  a  people  among 
whom  the  uniform  of  an  officer  is  the  highest  mark  of  honor." 
I  looked  at  him  in  astonishment.  For  a  remark  less  treasonable 
than  that,  many  a  noble,  during  the  past  few  years,  had  seen  the 
inside  of  a  prison.  That  declaration  acted  upon  would  revolu- 
tionize Italy  in  two  months.  I  turned  away,  feeling  that  good 
would  yet  come  out  of  that  proud  young  Marquis,  or  evil  to  him. 

But  he  is  gone,  and  one  of  the  most  frequent  regrets  I  hear  ex- 
pressed is,  that  his  sister  cannot  now  give  the  series  of  splendid 
entertainments  she  had  in  preparation. 

The  cause  of  his  death  has  checked  somewhat  the  flow  of  vis- 
itors to  our  fleet.  The  young  Marquis  dined  one  day,  with 
several  of  the  nobility,  on  board  of  one  of  our  ships,  and,  unac- 
customed to  our  strong  wines,  drank  till  his  blood  became  over- 
heated. In  the  evening,  when  he  came  ashore,  he  went  up  on 
the  "Aqua  Sola,"  where  the  wind  had  a  fair  sweep,  and  sat 
down  to  cool  himself.  He  took  cold — became  deranged,  and  was 
hurried  out  of  the  world. 

Perhaps  you  complain  that  I  do  not  give  you  more  particulars 
of  fashionable  society,  but  it  is  all  alike — splendid  rooms,  bril- 
liantly illuminated,  any  quantity  of  nobility — dancing,  waltzing, 
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promenading,  ice  creams,  hot  punch,  and  late  hours,  make  up  the 
description.  It  is  gay  and  brilliant,  but  without  force  or  wit. 
You  would  probably  agree  with  Antonio  in  his  opinion  of  my 
taste  in  such  matters.  He  was  very  much  shocked,  the  other 
evening,  as  we  were  without  the  city  walls  purchasing  some 
things  for  Mrs.  L.  (who  is  very  sick),  because  I  asked  him  to  ac- 
company me  into  a  low,  dirty  hovel,  from  which  was  issuing  the 
sound  of  boisterous  merriment.  He  expostulated  with  me  ;  and 
in  answer  to  all  my  reasons,  exclaimed,  they  are  "  la  bassa  gente, 
signore,"  (low  people).  "Exactly,"  said  I,  "and  that  is  the 
very  reason  I  wish  to  see  them.  High  life  is  plenty  in  Genoa,  I 
can  see  that  any  time ;  I  want  to  become  acquainted  with  low 
life."  Willing,  however,  that  he  should  not  be  disgraced  by  be- 
ing seen  with  persons  so  far  below  his  rank,  I  excused  him  from 
accompanying  me,  and  told  him  I  would  go  alone.  But  he  was 
too  well  trained  to  think  of  such  a  thing,  and  so,  without  farther 
ado,  marched  on.  You  should  have  seen  the  infinite  contempt 
with  which  he  deposited  the  entrance  fee,  and  pushed  aside  the 
blanket  that  served  for  a  door,  and  entered.  All  the  while  we 
were  there  he  stood  with  his  hat  on,  and  rolling  from  side  to  side 
with  a  kind  of  swagger,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  I  don't  care  what 
the  tastes  of  those  who  would  call  themselves  gentlemen  may  be, 
but  if  I  were  called  upon,  I  should  have  no  hesitation  in  express- 
ing my  opinion  on  this  matter."  The  poor  fellow  really  suffered 
in  his  feelings. 

The  scene  was  very  much  like  those  I  have  seen  in  the  quar- 
terings  of  slaves  at  the  South  on  the  evening  of  a  holiday.  The 
floor  was  the  bare  earth,  and  the  dancers  and  waltzers  that  spun 
around  on  it  were  most  of  them  bare-foot ;  while  m.any  of  the 
men,  with  the  utmost  care  in  their  toilet,  could  muster  only  a 
shirt  and  a  pair  of  pantaloons.  The  entrance  fee,  I  think,  was 
four  centisima,  or  four-fifths  of  a  cent.  Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XI. 

Odd  Brokers — A  Catholic  Miracle. 

February. 

Dear  E. — I  have  discovered  a  new  class  of  brokers,  often  in 
great  demand  here,  and  who  frequently  make  handsome  specula- 
tions. You  may  confide  the  secret  to  a  few  particular  friends  for 
their  exclusive  benefit,  or  you  may  give  it  to  the  world  for  the 
§[pod  of  the  public.  I  received  my  information  from  an  Italian — 
a  Catholic,  and  a  man  of  rank,  so  it  can  be  relied  on. 

There  are  certain  monks,  priests,  and  friars,  in  this  country, 
ready  to  do  any  job,  provided  it  pays  well.  Now  it  often  happens 
that  a  man  wishes  to  pay  his  addresses  to  a  lady,  and  finds  obsta- 
cles in  the  lady  herself  or  in  her  friends.  In  either  case  he  en- 
lists a  monk  in  his  service,  who,  having  access  where  he  is  denied 
entrance,  and  influence  where  he  has  none,  carries  on  the  nego- 
tiations under  more  favorable  auspices.  Through  his  office,  he 
can  bring  some  motives  to  bear  on  the  parents  that  the  lover  could 
not  use ;  and  if  communication  with  the  lady  is  desired,  he  is  sure 
to  bring  it  about.  A  good  catholic  would  hardly  think  of  turning 
a  priest  out  of  doors,  or  presume  to  question  him  too  closely  on 
his  actions.  He  also,  through  pretence  of  administering  spiritual 
consolation,  can  often  gain  her  ear ;  and  if  it  should  so  happen 
that  she  herself  should  be  averse  to  the  suitor's  prayer,  he  can 
work  on  her  fears  or  feelings  "  ad  libitum."  This  he  does,  and 
often  brings  about  a  marriage  that  otherwise  would  never  have 
taken  place.  It  matters  not  whether  love  or  money  be  the  mov- 
ing cause  of  the  man's  wishes,  if  the  priest  secures  the  lady  he 
has  three  per  cent,  on  all  the  dowry  she  brings  to  the  husband. 
Custom  has  fixed  this  rate  till  it  is  absolute  as  law,  so  that  if  a 
monk  is  the  means  of  securing  but  one  large  fortune  for  a  man  in 
his  life-time,  he  gets  for  himself  quite  a  snug  little  sum  against  a 
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rainy  day.  Now  why  not  introduce  this  at  home,  and  jestablish 
a  new  brokerage  system.  I  know  many  lazy  loungers  in  Broad- 
way, who  would  not  hesitate  a  moment  to  give  even  more  than 
three  per  cent,  of  the  fortunes  they  try  in  vain  to  touch,  if  some 
one  would  only  find  means  to  put  one  of  them  in  their  hands. 
To  be  sure  it  would  require  men  of  acknowledged  taste,  and  some 
character,  to  be  successful  in  such  matters.  But  this  makes  it  so 
much  the  better.  It  would  be  decidedly  a  genteel  business.  A 
good  deal  of  flattery,  some  fraud,  and  a  vast  deal  of  manoeuvring, 
would,  of  course,  be  requisite.  A  proud  mama  must  be  wheedled 
into  the  belief  that  her  daughter  will  make  a  great  "  speck  "  by 
the  marriage,  or  the  close-fisted  suspicious  old  Jew  of  a  father 
convinced  that  the  young  man  is  a  perfect  pattern  of  economy — 
but  then  three  or  perhaps  six  per  cent,  on  $200,000  ! — that's  the 
point.  This  matter  is  now  left  too  much  in  the  hands  of  frienc^ 
who  do  not  make  a  thorough  business  of  it,  and  hence  do  not  suc- 
ceed. I  give  you  the  suggestion  for  what  it  is  worth,  only  if  it  is 
acted  on  and  succeeds,  see  that  I  have  the  credit  of  it. 

As  I  am  speaking  of  priests,  I  will  give  you  another  instance 
of  the  value  of  their  services  to  the  country.  Last  week  a  most 
terrific  storm  visited  Genoa  ;  nothing  like  it  has  been  known  since 
the  terrible  hurricane  of  1823.  It  came  from  the  southwest, 
bringing  the  sea  with  it,  and  rolling  it  up  against  the  base  of 
these  mountains  as  if  it  would  drive  them  from  their  seats.  Some- 
times you  would  almost  need  a  candle  at  mid-day,  so  dense  and 
dark  were  the  clouds  that  hung  over  the  city.  Endeavoring  to 
walk  around  the  outer  wall  of  the  town  that  overhangs  the  sea,  I 
was  often  compelled  to  lie  flat  on  my  face,  to  keep  from  being 
carried  off  my  feet,  and  borne  away  by  the  blast.  This  wall  rises 
thirty  or  forty  feet  from  the  sea,  and  from  its  top  the  houses  go  up 
fifty  and  sixty  feet  higher,  and  yet  the  spray  and  foam  would 
often  rise  and  shoot  clean  over  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  and  be 
carried  by  the  wind  far  into  the  city.  The  moles  that  form  the 
harbor,  with  the  sea  breaking  over  them,  looked  more  like  snow 
drifts,  with  the  snow  shooting  in  horizontal  lines  from  their  sum- 
mits. The  two  light-houses  on  them,  were  half  the  time  merely 
lofty  pyramids  of  foam,  lantern  and  all  buried  under  the  leaping 
wave.     The  flag  ship,  Columbus,  parted  two  of  her  cables  in  one 
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night,  although  lying  snugly  in  port.  One  ship  parted  her  an- 
chor, and  came  dashing  against  the  walls  of  the  city.  Her  masts 
fell  at  the  first  shock,  and  in  the  morning  I  saw  her  hull  shivered 
into  mere  splinters,  and  her  broken  spars  knocking  with  every 
swell  against  the  base  of  the  wall.  The  oldest  officers  of  our 
navy,  who  have  been  on  almost  every  coast  in  the  world,  tell  me 
that  they  never  saw  so  magnificent  a  spectacle  in  all  their  sea 
life.  The  waves  no  longer  rolled,  but  ran,  as  if  they  had  no  time 
to  form  high  seas,  and  when  they  struck  the  city  they  sprang  as 
if  without  weight  into  the  air,  and  threatened  to  overleap  it.  One 
of  the  moles  was  broken  through,  and  the  walls  of  the  city  in  one 
place  demolished,  as  if  the  cannon  of  an  enemy  had  made  a 
breach.  As  I  stood  on  a  projecting  point,  clinging  to  the  low 
parapet,  and  watched  the  billow  as  it  drove  in,  till  disappearing 
below,  it  struck  against  the  base  of  the  wall  on  which  I  stood,  arr^ 
rose  like  an  arch  over  my  head,  drenching  me  in  its  passage,  I 
had  the  most  vivid  conceptions  of  awful  power  I  ever  experienced. 
It  was  not  an  angry  sea,  but  a  sea  run  wild,  crazy,  and  dashing 
in  reckless  energy  against  the  barriers  that  dared  to  oppose  it. 
The  continuous  roar  heard  in  every  part  of  the  city  at  midnight, 
when  all  was  asleep  save  the  raving  sea,  was  indescribably  awful. 
But  one  vessel  appeared  on  the  horizon  during  the  whole  time — 
the  sea  had  it  all  in  its  own  way.  This  was  an  English  vessel, 
bound  from  Marseilles  to  Leghorn,  but  driven  by  the  gale  seventy- 
five  miles  up  the  gulf.  I  watched  her  as  she  drew  near  the  port, 
driving  under  bare  poles,  and  hung  out  her  pilot  flag.  The  silent 
request  was  a  vain  one,  for  a  boat  could  not  live  a  moment  in 
that  sea.  On  she  surged,  till  near  the  mouth  of  the  harbour, 
when  she  was  laid  to,  as  the  captain  feared  to  attempt  the  entrance 
in  such  a  tempest,  and  alone.  But  he  could  not  carry  a  rag  of 
canvass,  and  the  vessel  drove  on  stern  first  towards  the  city.  1 
could  fancy  the  short  consultation  held  on  board,  whether  it  were 
best  to  endeavor  to  make  the  port,  or  hold  on  outside.  It  did  not 
take  long  to  decide ;  for  in  a  few  minutes  the  noble  bark  slowly 
wheeled  on  the  sea,  and  without  a  sail  up,  and  with  her  tall  masts 
reeling  in  the  storm,  headed  straight  for  the  city.  An  invol- 
untary cheer  burst  from  my  lips,  as  I  saw  her  roll  into  port. 
Her  bow  had  almost  an  intelligent  look  as  it  appeared  around  the 
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end  of  the  mole,  fairly  in  sight  of  the  haven.     It  was  nobly,  gal- 
lantly done. 

But  to  the  priests.  The  storm  raged  for  three  days,  and  on 
the  fourth,  the  bishop  with  the  priests  went  in  solemn  procession 
to  the  Cathedral,  and  took  from  thence  the  ashes  of  John  the  Bap- 
tist (which  they  pretend  are  entombed  there),  and  marched  to  the 
sea-shore,  where,  kneeling  in  presence  of  the  waves,  they  offered 
up  their  prayers  that  heaven  would  allay  the  tempest.  This  was 
in  the  afternoon ;  towards  evening  the  wind  wheeled  in  the  north, 
and  the  storm  was  over.  Here  v/as  a  veritable  miracle,  and  I 
was  curious  to  know  how  much  it  had  imposed  on  the  people. 
So  I  began  in  the  morning  with  Antonio,  "  Well,"  said  I,  very 
seriously,  "  Antonio,  there  was  quite  a  miracle  performed  last 
night — we  ought  to  be  very  thankful  tha?t  the  priests  have  been 
able  to  check  this  storm  for  us."  He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  burst 
into  a  laugh,  and  said,  "  Why  didn't  they  pray  sooner,  before  the 
mischief  was  all  done,  and  not  wait  three  days.  Ah,  they  know 
that  storms  in  this  country  never  last  more  than  four  days,  and 
they  saw  the  wind  was  changing  before  they  started."  I  did  not 
expect  so  plump  a  confession  of  humbuggery  by  a  catholic  ser- 
vant. My  next  experiment  was  with  a  gentleman  of  wealth  and 
distinction.  I  made  very  seriously  a  similar  remark  to  him.  He 
also  gave  that  peculiar  Italian  shrug  which  is  the  most  expres 
sive  gesture  I  ever  saw,  and  replied,  "  Umph,  they  watched  the 
barometer,  and  were  careful  enough  not  to  start  till  they  saw  it 
rising." 

This  single  fact  gave  me  more  hope  for  Italy  than  anything  I 
had  witnessed.  It  showed  me  that  the  power  of  the  priest  over 
the  mind  of  the  people  was  weakened — ^that  they  dared  to  think. 
When  men  who  have  been  long  under  oppression  dare  to  call  in 
question  and  scorn  the  power  they  once  blindly  submitted  to,  they 
have  reached  a  point  where  change  commences. 

*  .  Truly,  yours. 
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LETTER  XII. 

Lord  Byron — Marquis  di  Negro. 

GEi^;oA,  February. 

Deae  E. — To-day,  accompanied  by  Duralde,  I  have  been  over 
the  palace  Lord  Byron  occupied  when  he  was  in  Genoa.  Here 
were  gathered  for  awhile.  Byron,  Hunt,  Shelley,  and  the  Countess 

of  Guiccioli.     Count ,  a  Frenchman,  has  bought  the  place. 

I  had  often  met  him  in  society,  and  he  showed  us  with  great 
civility  the  various  rooms,  together  with  the  improvements  he  was 
projecting.  When  Byron  first  started  for  Greece,  he  was  driven 
back  to  Genoa  by  a  storm,  and  is  said  to  have  expressed  sad 
forebodings  as  he  again  wandered  over  this,  his  then  solitary 
dwelling. 

The  palace  stands  on  a  hill,  called  the  grand  Paradise,  from 
the  magnificent  view  it  commands.  As  I  stood  in  the  front  cor- 
ridor, and  looked  ofi"  on  the  varied  yet  ever  glorious  prospect,  I 
felt  that  Byron  with  his  sensative  nature  must  have  often  been 
subdued  by  it,  and  especially  his  bold  scepticism  have  stood  re- 
buked in  presence  of  the  majestic  Alps  that  towered  on  his  vision. 
He  wrote  the  Vision  of  Judgment  here,  yet  I  could  not  but  fancy, 
that,  often  at  evening,  when  he  rose  from  his  unhallowed  task, 
and  came  out  to  look  on  this  lovely  scene,  his  troubled  spirit  half 
resolved  to  abandon  its  sinful  work.  The  voice  of  God  could 
reach  his  heart  through  nature,  and  tell  "  liim  to  his  face  that  Ms 
evil  was  not  good."  His  Italian  teacher  has  been  mine,  and  I 
often  question  him  of  Byron's  habits  and  character.  He  fully 
confirms  the  assertion  of  Hunt,  that  Byron  was  a  penurious  man, 
and  capable  of  great  littleness.  His  generous  actions  were 
usually  done  for  efiect,  and  if  followed  out  were  found  to  be  so 
managed  as  not  to  bring  personal  loss  in  the  end.  Shelley,  he 
says,  was  a  nobler  man  than  either  Hunt  or  Byrom.     Hunt  was 
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cold  and  repulsive — Byron  irritable,  and  often  very  unjust,  while 
Shelley  was  generous  and  open-hearted.  He  had  a  copy  of  the 
"  Liberal,"  which  they  presented  to  him,  and  which  I  looked  over 
with  no  ordinary  feelings.  In  visiting  Byron  in  his  room,  he  said 
that  he  noticed  four  books  always  lying  on  the  table.  No  matter 
what  others  might  have  been  with  them  and  taken  away,  these 
four  always  remained.  It  struck  him  they  must  be  peculiar  fa- 
vorites of  the  poet,  and  so  he  had  the  curiosity  to  examine  them,  and 
found  them  to  be  the  Bible,  Machiavelli,  Shakspeare,  and  Alfi- 
eri's  tragedies.  It  immediately  struck  me,  that  these  four  vol- 
umes were  a  perfect  illustration  of  Byron's  character.  Machi- 
avelli he  loved  for  his  contempt  of  mankind,  making  them  all  a 
flock  of  sheep,  to  be  led  or  slaughtered  at  the  will  of  one  haughty 
man.  It  harmonized  with  his  own  undisguised  scorn.  The 
Bible  he  read  and  admired  for  its  lofty  poetry,  and  which  Byron 
by  the  way  never  scrupled  to  appropriate.  If  in  his  great  ode  on 
Bonaparte,  he  had  followed  Homer  as  closely  as  he  has  Isaiah, 
he  would  have  been  accused  long  ago  of  downright  plagiarism. 
Alfieri  he  loved  for  his  fiery  and  tempestuous  nature,  so  much 
like  his  own.  There  was  also  in  Alfieri  the  same  haughty  scorn 
that  entered  so  largely  in  Byron's  character.  He  had  stormed 
through  half  of  Europe,  without  deigning  to  accept  a  single  invi- 
tation into  society,  treating  the  proudest  nobility  of  England  with 
supreme  contempt.  He  had  also  the  same  passion  for  horses,  and 
the  same  fierce  hatred  of  control.  Shakspeare  he  admired  in 
common  with  every  man  of  feeling  or  intellect.  My  teacher  told 
me  also,  that  in  all  his  frequent  visits  to  the  poet's  house,  he  had 
never  seen  him  walk.  How  like  a  spear  in  the  side  that  club 
foot  always  was  to  him.  His  appearance  on  horseback,  with  his 
pale  face,  long  hair,  and  velvet  cap,  he  said  was  very  striking. 
The  Countess  Guiccioli  seldom  appeared  in  public  with  him,  but 
her  brother,  Byron's  private  secretary,  usually  accompanied  him 
in  his  rides. 

On  my  return  from  Byron's  mansion,  I  called  on  the  Marquis 
di  Negro.  His  "Viletta"  occupies  a  hill  that  overlooks  the 
sea,  and  presents  from  every  point  you  view  it,  a  most  picturesque 
appearance.  The  hill  is  walled  up  on  every  side,  so  that  it  looks 
like  an  old  castle,  while  the  top  is  converted  into  a  most  beautiful 
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garden.  The  Marquis  knew  Byron  well,  admired  his  genius,  but 
shook  his  head  when  he  spoke  of  his  heart.  The  family  of  the 
Marquis  is  one  of  the  oldest  and  noblest  of  the  city,  yet  he  cares 
nothing  for  his  rank,  and  prides  himself  on  his  literary  reputation 
alone.  He  is  republican  in  his  feelings,  and  has  an  enthusiastic 
love  for  America.  A  father  to  his  tenants,  and  the  unswerving 
friend  of  the  oppressed,  his  intercessions  have  released  many  a 
poor  prisoner  from  a  life  of  confinement. 

Although  it  is  mid- winter,  the  temperature  is  soft  and  mild  as 
June ;  and  as  the  Marquis  flung  open  the  windows  to  let  in  the 
air  laden  with  perfume,  and  the  soft  breeze  from  the  sea  that 
slumbered  below,  he  brought  out  his  harp  and  told  me  to  give 
him  a  subject  for  a  song.  He  has  been  one  of  the  greatest  "Im- 
provisatore"  of  his  time,  and  still  composes  with  wonderful  fa- 
cility. We  had  been  talking  of  human  freedom,  and  I  gave  him 
''  Liberty."  He  swept  his  hand  over  his  harp-strings  and  sung, 
while  he  played  an  accompaniment,  one  of  the  sweetest  little  odes 
I  ever  heard.  He  composed  both  the  poetry  and  music  while  he 
sung. 

I  loved  the  Marquis  before  I  had  ever  seen  him.  When,  a 
stranger  in  Genoa,  I  was  once  wandering  over  the  grounds  of  his 
viletta,  looking  at  the  statuary  interspersed  among  the  foliage, 
my  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  a  marble  figure  standing 
in  a  niche,  with  the  inscription  over  it  in  large  capitals,  "  ALLA 
MEMORIA  DI  WASHINGTON "—"  TO  THE  MEMORY 
OF  WASHINGTON."  I  was  never  taken  more  by  surprise 
in  my  life.  There  it  stood,  the  emblem  and  personification  of 
freedom,  in  one  of  the  most  despotic  kingdoms  of  Europe.  No 
pride  prompted  the  honor,  and  self-interest  was  all  against  it. 
Feeling,  noble  feeling  alone  had  placed  it  there.  I  never  felt  a 
compliment  to  my  country,  and  my  country's  father,  more  keenly 
than  this  statue  uttered,  standing  as  it  did  on  the  soil  of  tyranny. 
I  sat  down  at  evening  and  perpetrated  the  following  lines,  which 
I  afterwards  slightly  altered,  and  read  to  a  friend  of  the  Marquis 
who  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  our  house.  He  wished  me  to  send 
Oi  Negro  a  copy,  and  in  return  the  Marquis  sent  me  a  collection  of 
his  entire  works,  accompanied  with  some  lines  in  French,  which 
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I  also  give,  not  for  the  compliment  they  render  me,  but  for  the 
generous  sentiments  they  breathe  towards  my  country. 

TO   THE   VILLA   DI   NEGRO. 

Sweet  Villa,  from  th    distant  sea, 

Long  cradled  on  its  stormy  breast, 
Thy  green  top  kindly  greeted  me. 

The  first  sweet  harbinger  of  rest ; 
And  all  thy  bowers  seemed  welcoming 

The  weary  wanderer  from  his  home, 
While,  like  the  gentle  breath  of  spring, 

Thy  odors  o'er  the  waves  were  borne. 

But  when,  amid  thy  classic  shades, 
I  saw  upon  the  sculptured  stone. 
What  never  from  a  free  heart  fades, 

"  MeMORIA  DI  WASmNGTON," 

The  glad  tears  came  into  my  eyes, 

And  from  my  lips  there  breathed  a  prayer, 
And  gazing  still,  with  sweet  surprise, 

I  blessed  the  hand  that  set  it  there  : 

And  suddenly,  I  seemed  again 

Upon  my  own  free,  native  hills. 
And  heard  the  shout  of  myriad  men, 

That  every  patriot  bosom  thrills, 
«  GEORGE  WASHINGTON,  the  Great,  the  Good  !" 

But,  as  I  caught  its  dying  fall, 
I  turned  where  that  lone  statue  stood. 

And  loved  its  mute  praise  more  than  all. 

God  bless  thee,  noble  Marquis !  thou 

Dost  bear  thy  years  with  vigor  yet, 
;•  And  not  in  vain  upon  thy  brow 

Is  stamped  the  look  of  Lafayette. 
Long  may'st  thou  live,  the  stranger's  friend,  . 

And  when  thy  noble  race  is  run, 
Around  thy  grave  shall  come  and  bend, 

In  tears,  the  sons  of  Washington. 

The  reference  to  Lafayette  in  the  above  lines  is  owing  to  the 
fact  that  the  resemblance  the  Marquis  di  Negro  bears  to  the 
Marquis  Lafayette  is  so  striking,  that  the  likeness  of  the  one  is 
often  mistaken  for  that  of  the  other  by  those  familiar  with  the 
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features  of  both.  He  is  upwards  of  seventy  years  of  age,  but 
vigorous  and  active  as  most  men  at  fifty-five.  If  you  feel  in- 
clined to  find  fault  with  the  French  in  the  lines  of  the  Marquis, 
just  remember  how  difficult  it  is  to  write  poetry  in  a  foreign  lan- 
guage. 

A   MONSIEUR   HEADLEY.* 

Votre  verve  se  plait  d'embellir  ma  retraite 

Par  des  accords  flatteurs :  je  vous  connais  po^te ; 

Mon  coeur,  reconnaisant  k  ce  trait  de  bonte, 

Vous  ofFre  le  laurier  de  I'immortalite. 

C'est  ici  que  cet  arbre  a  jete  ses  racines, 

Et  a  cru  par  les  soins  de  nos  muses  latines 

Dans  des  si^clcs  fameux,  et  lorsque  les  Romains 

De  I'univers  entier  ^talent  les  souverains : 

Les  temps  sont  bien  changes  ?  mais  chere  est  la  memoire 

De  ces  h^ros  brillant  dans  le  sein  de  I'histoire ; 

Mon  esprit  se  reveilla  k  ce  beau  souvenir, 

Qui  ne  pourra  jamais  dans  mon  aime  perir. 

Honorer  le  talent  fut  toujours  ma  devise, 

Libre  dans  mes  ^lans  ma  voix  n'est  pas  soumise 

A  I'envie,  aux  dedains,  aux  prejug^s  du  jour. 

La  verite  m'eclaire,  excitant  mon  amour ; 

*  Translation. — Your  genius  is  pleased  to  embellish  my  retreat  by  its  flat- 
tering numbers.  I  recognize  you  a  poet,  and  offer  you  the  laurel  of  immortality 
Here  this  tree  first  cast  its  roots  and  grew  under  the  fostermg  care  of  our  Latin 
muses  in  the  glorious  ages,  and  when  the  Romans  were  the  monarchs  of  the 
world.  The  times  are  indeed  changed  ;  but  the  memory  of  those  heroes  is  still 
dear,  and  my  spirit  awakes  at  tbe  pleasant  remembrance,  which  shall  never 
perish  from  my  soul.  My  motto  always  has  been  to  honor  talent ;  and,  free 
in  my  feelings,  my  voice  never  submits  to  envy,  scorn,  or  the  prejudices  of  the 
da.y.  It  is  truth,  and  truth  only,  that  illumines  my  spirit,  and  excites  my  af- 
fection. America  is  dear  to  me,  and  I  adore  the  name  of  the  immortal  Wash- 
ington,— the  conqueror  by  his  arm,  and  the  father  by  his  laws.  Who  can 
keep  silence  in  the  presence  of  his  glory?  He  refused  the  honor  of  sover- 
eignty tc  give  peace  and  liberty  to  his  comitry.  In  this  garden  you  see  his 
fitatue  sculptured, — for  a  long  time  the  only  monument  of  him  in  Europe.  My 
..Jpirit  partakes  with  yours  its  raptures.  Apollo  smiles  on  me,  his  rays  inflame 
me,  and  despite  my  old  age  I  am  able,  by  my  strains,  to  praise  your  country 
in  the  face  of  the  universe. 

John  Charles  di  Negro. 

The  Villa,  January  24,  1843. 
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L'Amerique  m'est  chere,  et  dans  remotion 

J'adore  avec  respet  Fimmortal  Washington. 

Et  quel  etre  pouvrait  h,  sa  gloire  se  taire, 

Lui  par  son  bras  vanqueur,  et  par  ses  lois  le  pfere. 

Qui  refusa  I'honneur  de  souverainte 

En  donnant  genereux  la  paix,  la  liberte. 

Dans  cet  Eden  fleuri  vous  voyez  son  image 

Dressee,  et  des  long-temps,  par  un  tribut  d'hommage. 

En  Europe  le  seul  venere  monument, 

Qui  revolt  de  tons  lieux  et  les  voeux  et  I'accent. 

Je  partage  avec  vous  ce  mouvement  de  I'ame  ; 

Apollon  me  sourit  et  son  rayon  rn'enflamme, 

Et  malgre  mes  vieux  ans  je  puis  par  mes  concerts 

Louer  votre  patrie  en  face  h  I'univers. 

GiAN  Carlo  di  Negro 
Delia  Villetta,  ce  24  Janvier,  1843. 

Our  naval  officers  in  the  Mediterranean  will  have  cause  long 
to  remember  him  with  gratitude. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XIII. 

Soldiers  at  Mass— Casino — Magdalen — Italian  Virtue. 

Genoa,  February,  1843. 
Dear  E. — I  have  noticed  several  mornings,  quite  a  large  por- 
tion of  the  army  march  at  nine  o'clock  past  our  house  to  the 
sound  of  music,  and  in  about  an  hour  after  return.  It  has  puz- 
zled me  much  to  know  what  could  occupy  them  so  short  a  time 
every  day  at  so  early  an  hour — so  this  morning  I  followed  them, 
when  going  down  to  the  end  of  Strada  Balbi,  I  saw  them  wheel 
and  ascend  the  steps  of  the  San  Lorenzo  church.  It  was  all 
plain  in  a  moment — the  soldiers  were  attending  Mass.  I  entered 
behind  them,  and  have  seldom  witnessed  a  more  impressive  spec- 
tacle. The  better  companies  marched  up  each  side  of  the  nave, 
and  stood  with  their  faces  all  turned  towards  the  main  altar. 
The  two  ranks  formed  two  lines,  reaching  from  the  door  up  to  the 
transept.  At  the  word  of  command  they  wheeled  as  one  man, 
face  to  face,  while  the  officers  slowly  walked  up  between  them  to 
the  farther  end,  when  they  wheeled  back  facing  the  altar.  All 
was  decorous  and  solemn  as  a  New  England  church  of  a  Sabbath 
morning,  and  those  soldiers  stood  with  caps  on  and  muskets  to 
their  breasts,  under  those  noble  arches  and  amid  those  marble 
columns,  as  motionless  as  the  marble  itself,  while  a  forest  of  steel 
glittered  above  their  heads.  Suddenly  a  little  bell  tinkled  in 
the  distance,  and  a  priest  entered.  It  tinkled  again,  and  he  ad- 
vanced to  the  altar.  The  third  time  it  broke  the  stillness  a  low 
order  passed  up  the  ranks,  when  a  thousand  muskets  came  to  the 
marble  pavement  with  a  clang  that  made  my  heart  for  a  moment 
stop  its  beating.  In  a  moment  it  was  still  again,  and  the  long 
ranks  bowed  their  heads  upon  their  hands,  while  a  low  prayer 
arose  on  the  stillness.  It  ceased,  and  suddenly  from  under  my 
very  feet,  twenty  drums  broke  in,  and  beat  a  wild   and  hurried 
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beat,  so  loud  and  startling,  that  every  stroke  seemed  to  hit  my 
brain.  Again  it  was  still,  and  the  voice  of  prayer  alone  swelled 
through  the  temple.  The  appearance  of  that  motionless  army, 
the  great  contrast  between  the  solemnity  and  silence  of  divine 
worship,  and  the  noise  of  ringing  steel  and  sound  of  martial 
music,  combined  to  render  the  whole  scene  a  succession  of  the 
most  lively  yet  conflicting  emotions. 

Night  before  last  I  was  at  the  Marquis  di  Negro's  ;  indeed, 
his  "  Conversazioni "  are  the  only  parties  I  frequent  with  any 
pleasure.  There  is  an  absence  of  all  formality  in  them,  and  the 
old  Marquis  himself  is  so  determined  to  make  every  one  about 
him  happy,  that  he  cannot  but  succeed.  I  mention  that  night, 
merely  because  I  was  driven  into  convulsions  of  laughter  by  an 

apology  which  the  Marchioness  of  B made  for  a  misfortune 

that  happened  to  some  of  her  friends  the  day  before.  Several 
of  the  nobility  had  been  invited  on  board  one  of  our  ships  of  the 
line  to  dinner.  After  the  ladies  had  left  the  table,  the  wine  began 
to  circulate  pretty  freely,  and  frequent  toasts  were  drunk.  The 
Italians  thought  it  would  be  the  height  of  incivility  not  to  drain 
their  glass  at  every  toast,  and,  unaccustomed  to  our  strong  wines, 
soon  became  tipsy,  and  hence  behaved  as  tipplers  generally  do 
under  such  circumstances.     The  ladies,  of  course,  were  very 

much  shocked  and  mortified.     The  Marchioness  of  B came 

to  me  to  explain  the  matter.  She  said  the  gentlemen  felt  they 
must,  in  courtesy,  drink  the  toasts,  or,  as  she  expressed  it,  "  per 
forza,''^  and  the  wine  was  so  strong  that  they  were  caught  before 
they  were  aware  of  it.  One  of  her  friends,  she  said,  had  been  in 
England,  and  knew  the  effect  of  our  wine  ;  and  so  when  he  put 
the  glass  to  his  mouth,  let  it  run  down  his  vest,  for  he  must  ("  per 
forza  ")  pretend  to  drink.  Here  she  put  on  such  a  dolorous  look, 
and  passed  her  hands  down  her  dress  to  show  the  way  in  which 
the  wine  flowed  into  the  poor  fellow's  bosom  with  such  inimitable 
naivete,  that  I  burst  into  an  uncontrollable  fit  of  laughter.  Give 
me  your  Italian  women  to  smoothe  over  a  difficulty. 

Last  night  was  the  last  grand  display  of  the  Casino,  and  I  was 
never  more  mortified  than  when  the  Marquis  di  Negro,  who  is 
the  President  of  it,  came  to  me  and  said,  "  I  see  none  of  your 
officers  are  here.     I  am  told  they  feel  themselves  neglected  in 
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the  mode  of  sending  out  the  invitations.  I  have  been  to  the  Con- 
sul and  to  the  Commodore,  and  requested  them  to  invite  them  all. 
I  heard  they  refused  to  come  before  from  the  same  reason,  and 
hence  have  done  everything  in  my  power  to  secure  the  pleasure 
of  their  company,  and  regret  exceedingly  not  to  see  them  present." 
I  had  nothing  to  say,  but  hung  my  head  in  mortification.  It  was 
true  that  some  of  the  officers  deemed  themselves  not  sufficiently 
recognized  in  the  invitation,  and  hence  the  whole  banded  together, 
thus  publicly  to  resent  the  affi-ont.  If  it  had  been  any  one  else 
but  Di  Negro,  I  would  have  minded  it  less ;  but  to  wound  him, 
who  had  never  ceased  lavishing  his  kindest  attentions  on  our 
Navy  since  it  had  been  in  port,  seemed  ungenerous. 

A  great  deal  of  this  silly  adherence  to  rigid  etiquette  has  been 
exhibited  by  many  of  our  officers,  much  to  their  own  discredit. 
The  Consul  has  done  everything  in  his  power,  and  has  been  un- 
wearied in  his  exertions  to  render  the  stay  of  the  officers  agreea- 
ble. The  Governor  has  given  him  a  carte  Manche  for  all  his 
balls,  Conversazioni,  soirees,  &c.,  which  he  fills  up  with  the 
name  of  every  American  gentleman  who  enters  the  city,  and 
wishes  to  mingle  in  its  society.  Great  courtesy  is  also  extended 
towards  the  captains  of  our  merchantmen,  and  we  venture  to 
say,  they  never  entered  a  port  Avhere  they  received  so  much  at- 
tention from  a  public  officer,  as  from  him.  We  wish  some  of  our 
consuls  farther  south  had  more  of  his  urbanity,  and  willingness, 
nay,  anxiety,  to  render  every  service  to  Americans.  We  wish, 
also,  that  Government  would  honor  the  office  with  a  salary,  that 
it  may  be  better  able  to  honor  the  Government  in  return.  There 
is  no  accounting  for  the  meanness  of  our  Government  in  its  treat- 
ment of  our  Consuls,  except  by  saying  it  has  become  such  a  habit 
it  is  overlooked.  The  money  thrown  away  yearly,  in  sending 
out  ministers  to  be  recalled  in  three  months,  would  support  thirty 
consuls  where  they  are  needed,  but  cannot  now  live  except  on 
their  own  incomes. 

Among  the  literary  men  I  have  met,  none  have  pleased  me 
more  than  Prof.  Botta,  Professor  in  the  Genoa  University,  and  a 
relative  of  the  historian  Botta.  News  has  reached  us  that  Silvio 
Pellico  IS  dead.     I  regret  his  death  the  more,  as  I  had  a  letter  of 
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introduction  to  him,  and  hoped  to  have  seen  the  patriot  before  I 
left  the  country.* 

Two  things  you  wish  to  hear  about  before  I  leave  Genoa — its 
arts  and  morals.  There  is  but  little  statuary  here,  and  although 
there  are  many  valuable  paintings  in  the  private  palaces,  they 
are  so  overshadowed  by  those  of  Florence  and  Rome  that  they 
do  not  attract  the  attention  they  deserve.  In  the  Durazzo  palace 
is  a  Magdalen  that  has  but  one  equal  in  the  world,  and  that  is 
precisely  like  it,  and  is  in  Venice.  Its  beauty  consists  in  its  nat- 
uralness. It  is  not  a  beautiful  woman  in  despair,  dressed  or  un- 
dressed, as  the  case  may  be,  for  effect,  but  one  simply  in  grief, 
and  whose  beauty  the  artist  has  taken  no  pains  to  conceal,  is 
Tiarred  by  the  excess  of  her  wo.  Her  eyes  are  sv/ollen  with 
weeping,  and  turned  to  heaven  with  that  beseeching  look  in  which 
faith  is  always  mingled — indeed,  her  whole  face  is  a  prayer.  The 
storm  of  passion  is  past — she  has  sobbed  her  grief  away,  and 
exhausted  and  penitent,  is  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Infinite  kindness. 
In  the  noble  face  is  blended  penitence,  with  the  shame  forgotten 
in  her  strong  love  ;  sorrow  without  despair,  and  faith  without 
boldness. 

The  architecture  of  Genoa  might  be  studied  by  artists  to  ad- 
vantage. It  has  not  the  meretriciousness  of  that  farther  south, 
but  combines  simplicity,  beauty,  and  strength. 

I  wish  I  could  speak  favorably  of  the  morals  of  the  city.  The 
middling  classes,  composed  of  merchants,  lawyers,  physicians, 
&c.,  are  more  virtuous  than  the  nobility.  Among  the  latter, 
chastity  is  not  regarded  as  of  any  particular  consequence.  The 
custom  of  cavaliere  servante  originated  here.  What  would  you 
think  to  see  one  of  the  highest  officers  in  the  army  mingling  in 
the  highest  circles  of  the  kingdom,  while  living  in  open  incest,  or 
of  a  lady  of  the  highest  title  of  nobility,  whirling  in  the  most 
fashionable  saloons,  whose  character  is  no  better  than  that  of  a 
femme  de  pave  ?  Last  night  at  the  Casino,  my  friend  introduced 
g,  tall  officer  to  an  American  lady  by  his  request.  He  was  minus 
9,n  eye,  and  she,  thinking  it  was  lost  in  battle,  looked  in  admira- 
tion pn  the  honorable  scar.  Alas,  it  was  struck  out  by  the  dag- 
ger pf  an  indignant  husband  in  his  own  house.    An  Italian  woman 

*  We  afterwards  heard  that  the  report  was  untrue. 


ITALIAN  VIRTUE.  61 


of  rank,  without  her  lover,  deems  herself  unfortunate  indeed. 
Italians  love,  and  love  wildly,  but  they  want  new  objects.  No- 
thing but  the  intensity  of  a  fresh  passion  can  satisfy  them — yet  it 
is  no  affectation  with  them — it  flames  up  in  the  heart  with  a  fierce- 
ness unknown  in  our  cold  climate. 

A  descendant  of  Prince  Doria  is  now  in  the  city,  though  sel- 
dom seen  out  of  his  palace.  Engaged  to  a  lady  of  high  rank  in 
Rome,  he  went  on  a  short  visit  to  Paris,  where  he  fell  in  love 
with  a  French  woman,  and  entered  into  a  contract  of  marriage 
also  with  her.  His  betrothed  in  Rome  hearing  of  it  abandoned 
herself  to  despair,  and  pined  rapidly  away.  The  news  of  her 
sickness  and  approaching  death  reaching  young  Doria  at  Paris, 
brought  back  all  his  old  affection,  and  he  hastened  to  Rome,  but, 
alas !  to  hear,  that  only  the  day  before  his  arrival,  she  was  laid 
in  the  grave,  that  receptacle  for  broken  and  weary  hearts.  Sev- 
eral young  nobles,  friends  of  her  and  her  family,  bound  them- 
selves by  an  oath  never  to  rest  till  they  had  slain  Doria.  He 
made  his  escape  by  night,  and  is  now  at  Genoa  in  perpetual  fear 
of  his  life.  His  first  love  is  in  her  grave — his  second  has  cast 
him  off  in  scorn,  and  the  wreck  that  both  have  left  him,  he  has 
time  now  to  muse  upon.  There  are  two  worlds  we  live  in,  my 
dear  cousin,  and  there  are  wilder  battlefields  than  Waterloo  in 
one  of  them ;  and  fiercer  storms  than  skake  navies  to  pieces,  and 
more  terrific  volcanoes  than  outward  ones — ^battlefields  of  the 
heart — tempests  of  feeling,  and  volcanoes  of  passion.  And  there 
are  victories,  whose  ruin  is  greater  than  defeat — victories  won 
over  blasted  affection,  by  renouncing  love  and  confidence  for  ever. 
Thus  we  live— our  heads  above  water,  and  our  hearts  under  it. 
All  the  splutter  and  motion  is  on  the  surface,  but  the  deep  dark 
tides  and  boiling  eddies  are  beneath. 

Truly  yours. 


62  LETTERS  FROM  ITALY. 


LETTER  XIV. 

The  Scenes  of  the  Carnival — Cheating  the  Church — Blind  Man,  &c. 

Genoa,  1843. 

Dear  E. — The  Carnival  is  over,  and  the  long  holiday  of  the 
Kingdom  is  closed.  The  streets  look  silent  and  lonely ;  for  the 
gay  placards,  announcing  a  festive  scene  for  the  night,  and  which 
seemed  to  give  elasticity  and  life  to  the  passer-by,  are  seen  no 
more.  The  Opera-House  looks  silent  and  deserted,  and  all  the 
people  feel  the  effect  of  this  sudden  suspension  of  their  festivities. 
The  church  bells  have  a  solemn  tone  ; — the  carriages  do  not 
move  so  briskly  through  the  streets,  and  the  shops  no  longer  hang 
out  their  flashy  costumes  to  entice  the  gay  masker  or  dancer  of 
the  coming  evening.  You  cannot  conceive  the  effect  of  this 
sudden  change  from  the  excess  of  every  pleasure  to  none  at  all. 
The  festivities  of  the  Carnival  go  on  increasing  to  its  close,  even 
to  the  very  last  hour.  x\nd  vi^hen  the  great  bell  of  the  Cathedral 
strikes  the  hour  of  twelve,  sending  its  slow  and  solemn  peal  over 
the  city,  the  dissipation  of  the  people  is  at  its  highest  pitch.  The 
city  fairly  reels  under  the  boisterous  mirth  of  that  last  hour  of 
Carnival : — knowing  that  forty  days  Lent  is  before  them,  they 
crowd  the  flying  minutes  to  overflowing  with  pleasures.  But 
when  the  hammer  of  that  deep-toned  bell  announces  that  the  last 
hour  and  the  last  minute  have  expired,  all  is  changed,  and  the 
masker  and  the  dancer  throw  aside  their  follies,  and  repair  to  the 
Churches  to  offer  up  their  prayers  and  confessions. 

They  have  one  curious  custom,  however,  at  the  Theatre  on  the 
last  night.  The  Pit  is  cleared  of  its  seats,  and  forms  with  the 
stage  one  grand  hall.  The  whole  is  brilliantly  illuminated  and 
filled  with  maskers  and  dancers.  The  law  is,  that  no  dance  shall 
be  commenced  after  the  great  bell  of  the  Cathedral  has  struck  the 
hour  of  midnight.  They  are  not  required,  however,  to  stop  in 
the  middle  of  one  already  commenced,  but  are  permitted  to  dance 
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it  out.  Taking  advantage  of  this  law,  just  before  midnight,  they 
divide  the  Orchestra  and  form  a  new  dance.  One  part  of  the 
Orchestra  rest  till  the  other  become  fatigued,  when  they  relieve 
them.  There  are  always  enough  dancers  to  keep  the  set  full, 
and  yet  half  the  company  be  resting.  In  this  way  the  dance  is 
not  ended  till  two  o'clock.  By  this  simple  process  they  cheat  the 
Church  out  of  two  good  hours. 

As  I  remarked,  the  last  night  is  the  gayest  of  all :  and  so  ia 
the  last  day,  with  the  exception,  perhaps,  of  the  last  Sabbath. 
On  these  two  days  they  mask  in  the  streets.  It  was  an  odd  spec- 
tacle to  see  the  entire  length  of  the  main  artery  of  the  city  lit- 
erally packed  with  human  heads,  most  of  them  not  attempting  to 
move  forward,  but  standing  still  to  see  the  carriages  and  gro- 
tesque figures  pass  and  repass.  The  carriages  would  come  to- 
gether in  a  long  train,  the  horses  on  a  slow  walk  to  escape  tram- 
pling the  multitude  under  foot,  carrying  men,  women  and  chil- 
dren, tricked  out  in  every  costume  the  fancy  could  invent.  It 
was  impossible  to  distinguish  between  footmen,  drivers,  and  their 
lords.  Now  would  pass  a  rich  carriage  with  its  coat  of  arms, 
and  filled  with  men  and  women  of  the  thirteenth  century.  Be- 
hind it,  four  painted  and  grotesque  figures  on  four  ponies  reading 
aloud  a  magnificent  will,  bequeathing  any  amount  of  property  to 
whoever  could  get  it.  Now  would  pass  a  buffoon  on  foot,  with  an 
immense  wooden  paddle,  with  a  hole  in  it  six  inches  across  for  a 
quizzing  glass.  Next  on  donkeys  three  persons  whom  I  took  from 
the  cut  of  their  boots  which  dangled  below  their  dress,  to  be 
American  officers.  One  was  in  the  costume  of  a  woman,  with  a 
bonnet  on,  a  rich  lace  shawl  over  her  shoulders  and  a  white  satin 
dress,  which,  as  she  rode  astride,  was  pulled  back  over  the  tail 
of  the  donkey  and  descended  nearly  to  the  ground.  The  large, 
rich  flounce  dangled  around  his  fetterlocks,  and  drew  peals  of 
laughter  from  the  spectators.  Noses  as  long  as  your  arm  and 
steeple  hats  like  sugar  loaves  would  project  from  some  elegant 
carriage.  An  old  woman  would  meet  you  carrying  a  doll  baby, 
and  weeping  piteously  over  its  misfortunes.  As  the  long  train  of 
carriages  approached,  the  crowd,  that  literally  crammed  the  en- 
tire street,  would  slowly  part,  like  waves  before  a  moving  vessel, 
and  when  it  had  passed,  like  those  waves  they  would  again  close 
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in  behind.  In  the  villages  out  of  the  city  every  public  square 
was  filled  with  gay  dancers,  bounding  merrily  under  the  light  of 
a  pleasant  sun  and  an  Italian  heaven. 

But  amid  all  the  shifting  and  fantastic  characters  that  moved 
and  sported  around  me,  there  was  one  plain  unmasked  figure  that 
interested  me  more  than  all.     It  was  an  old  blind  man  that  I  had 
often  seen  in  the  streets  when  the  sun  was  pleasant  and  the  air 
was  mild,  led  by  a  little  child.     To-day  he  was  alone.     At  first 
I  thought  I  was  mistaken.    It  could  not  be  he — ^thus  left  alone  amid 
the  jostling  multitude.     But  there  was  the  same  woollen  cap  over 
the  grey  hairs — the  same  old  rusty  surtout  coat — the  same  sight- 
less eyeballs.     He  had  selected  a  part  of  the  street  less  thronged 
than  the  rest,  and  was  feeling  his  way  through  Strada  Balbi — one 
hand  slowly  passing  along  the  walls  of  the  palaces,  and  the  other 
tremulously  grasping  a  stout  cane.     But  why  was  he  there  alone 
so  sad  and  mournful  ?     He  could  see  nothincr  of  this   abounding: 
gaiety,  and  his  countenance  wore  none  of  the  mirth  that  made  the 
street  ring  around  him.     No  one  watched  him — no  one  seemed  to 
care  for  him.     He  seemed  a  walking  reproof  to  the  high-blooded 
and  careless  youth  that  shouted  by.     As  I  watched  him  hugging 
the  wall,  that  he  might  not  be  caught  away,  and  borne  off  by  the 
living  stream,  and  with  slow  and  unsteady  steps  threading  his  way 
under  the  shadow  of  these  mighty  palaces,  I  immediately  divined 
the  whole.     He  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  to  tie  the  child,  that 
usually  piloted  him  in  his  wanderings,  to  his  side  amid  such  re- 
joicings.    All  had  gone  off,  leaving  the  old  man  behind,  as  unfit 
to  be  taken  among  the  crowd.     In  his  solitude  he  had  sat,  and 
heard  the  murmur  and  shouts  without  his  dwelling,  reminding  him 
of  his  boyish  days,  till  he  could  sit  quiet  no  longer.    Alone,  unaid- 
ed, he  had  groped  his  way  into  the  streets.    The  tread  of  hasty  feet, 
the  mirth  and  the  laughter,  quickened  the  blood  in  his  old  veins, 
and  the  scenes  of  his  boyhood  came  back  on  his  fading  memory. 
Half  sad,  half  glad  and  half  fearful,  the  old  man  passed  along, 
probably  for  the  last  time,  the  streets  of  his  native  city  on  the 
last  day  of  Carnival.     So  I  have  seen  an  old  blind  man  in  my 
own  country,  sitting  in  the  mild  air  of  a  summer  evening,  leaning 
on  the  top  of  his  cane,  and  listening  with  a  sad  smile  to  the  laughter 
and  mirth  of  boys  at  play  on  the  village  green.         Truly  yours. 


JSl. 
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LETTER  XV. 

Leghorn — Civita  Vecchia — Naples. 

CiviTA  Vecchia,  Marcli,  1843. 

Dear  E. — I  see  you  staring  at  the  date  of  this  letter,  and 
wondering  what  I  have  to  do  in  "  Civita  Vecchia"  (old  city) — 
why  just  nothing  at  all,  only  calculating  how  long  it  will  take 
me  to  get  out  of  it.  I  have  been  in  my  share  of  villainous  towns, 
but  this  has  a  combination  of  qualities  in  this  respect,  that  defies 
all  comparisons.  The  suburbs  are  barren  as  a  desert,  and  the 
inurhs  dirty  as  a  choked  up  sewer.  The  people  look  like  cut- 
throats that  have  starved  at  their  business,  and  the  inside  of  the 
churches,  like  the  refuse  of  the  almshouse.  I  walked  over  it 
with  an  English  lady — an  acquaintance  of  Dickens  by  the  way — 
who  tells  me  that  Dickens  is  getting  out  a  work,  reflecting  on  us 
in  a  manner  that  will  throw  his  "  Notes  on  America"  entirely  in 
the  shade.  She  says  she  supposed  our  rapturous  reception  of 
him  was  occasioned  by  the  fear  we  had  of  his  pen.  Shade  of 
Hector  defend  us !  this  is  too  much.  However,  we  deserve  it,  or 
rather  those  of  my  countrymen  deserve  it,  who  out-did  Lilliput  in 
their  admiration  of  the  modern  Gulliver ;  for  /  plead  not  guilty  to 
the  charge  of  "  fool"  in  that  sublimest  of  all  follies  ever  perpe- 
trated by  an  intelligent  people.  I  will  cry  "  bravo "  to  every 
pasquinade  Dickens  lets  off  on  that  demented  class,  which  cried 
out  every  time  they  saw  that  buffalo-skin  over-coat  appear,  "  The 
Gods  have  come  down  to  us." 

Do  you  ask  how  T  got  here  ?  by  steam  !  They  charge  on  the 
Mediterranean  steamboats,  at  the  rate  of  ten  dollars  for  the  dis- 
tance between  New  York  and  Albany.  Their  mode  of  running, 
or  rather  their  habit  of  stopping,  is  very  convenient  for  travellers. 
We  started  in  the  evening  from  Genoa,  and  waked  up  in  the 
morning  in  Leghorn.     We  remained  in  port  all  day,  allowing 
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the  passengers  time  to  visit  Pisa  and  return.  The  English 
Cemetery  at  Leghorn  is  very  beautiful.  I  walked  through  it  to 
find  the  tomb  of  Smollet,  and  while  in  quest  of  it  met  an  English 
lady  in  search  of  the  same  thing ;  who  civilly  asked  me  if  I  could 
point  it  out  to  her.  I  returned  with  her  to  the  tomb,  and  while 
there,  remarked  to  the  friend  with  whom  I  was  in  company,  that 
he  had  better  pluck  a  flower,  to  carry  back  as  a  memento  to 
America.  "  What,"  said  the  lady  to  me,  "  are  you  an  Ameri- 
can ?"  I  replied  that  I  was.  "  And  from  what  part  of  the  United 
States?"  "From  New  York."  She  then  asked  me  if  I  knew  a 
painter  by  the  name  of  Coates.  I  told  her  I  did  not,  but  I  be- 
lieved I  had  seen  his  name  in  the  catalogue  of  those  who  had 
paintings  in  the  Academy  of  Design.  She  said  he  was  an  Eng- 
lishman by  birth,  and  had  removed  to  New  York  and  married  an 
American  lady.  About  the  time  the  President  was  lost,  he  was 
expected  in  England,  on  his  way  to  Italy.  Since  then  he  had 
never  been  heard  of.  Much  anxiety  had  been  felt  on  his  account, 
and  it  was  feared  he  had  gone  down  in  the  ill-fated  vessel.  I 
replied,  I  supposed  it  was  a  very  easy  matter  to  determine  that, 
by  consulting  the  list  of  those  who  embarked  in  her.  "  Well," 
said  she,  "  if  you  ever  see  him  in  New  York,  tell  him  you  met 
his  mother  at  SmoUet's  tomb,"  and  burst  into  tears,  and  turned 
away.  She  gave  me  no  opportunity  of  making  farther  inquiries, 
and  I  saw  her  no  more.  It  struck  me  as  exceedingly  singular, 
that  she  should  be  his  mother,  and  yet  not  know  whether  he  sunk 
in  the  President  or  not,  and  still  more  singular  that  she  should 
expect  I  would  see  him  before  she  would  even  know  whether  he 
was  dead  or  alive.  He  must  be  a  singular  son,  or  "  thereby 
hangs  a  tale,"  that  the  mother  might  unfold. 

The  wind  blew  like  a  hurricane  from  shore,  as  we  came  down 
the  coast  last  night,  but  the  sea  kept  smooth  except  when  we  were 
passing  from  point  to  point,  across  some  large  bay.  The  steamer 
was  a  snug  sea-boat,  and  walked  v/ith  almost  noiseless  step 
among  the  many  islands  that  surrounded  her.  It  was  nearly  mid- 
night when  we  passed  Elba,  and  I  cannot  describe  to  you  the  feel- 
ings with  which  I  gazed  on  that  island,  casting  its  great,  silent 
shadow  over  the  sea.  Bonaparte  has  left  his  image  on  every 
point  of  land  he  has  touched  j  but  one's  reflections  of  him  always 
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end  painfully,  and  the  mind  runs  down  from  Emperor,  hero,  war- 
rior, to  robber,  where  it  stops.  Strange,  but  the  keen  repartee 
said  to  have  been  inflicted  on  him  once  by  an  Italian  lady,  came 
to  me  as  I  looked  on  the  Island.  Said  Napoleon  once  in  company, 
speaking  of  the  thieving  propensities  of  the  Italians,  "  tutti  gli 
Italiani  sono  i  ladroni,"  (all  the  Italians  are  robbers).  "  Non 
tutti,"  replied  the  lady,  "  ma  hona-parte,'^^  not  all,  but  the  greater 
part,  or,  Bonaparte.     This  is  almost  too  good  to  be  true. 

I  forgot  to  mention  one  thing  of  Civita  Vecchia,  and  which  I 
here  record  to  the  honor  of  the  only  decent  man  in  it.  The 
Englishwoman  and  myself  were  walking  around  the  town,  and 
finally,  as  promising  some  relief,  stepped  to  the  walls  of  the  city 
for  the  purpose  of  looking  off  upon  the  sea ;  but  at  every  attempt 
we  were  repulsed  by  a  soldier,  who  said  it  was  forbidden.  The 
silliness  of  the  command,  just  as  if  it  were  possible  that  any  liv- 
ing man  could  be  such  an  unmitigated  fool  as  to  wish  to  recon- 
noitre the  walls  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  their  weakness,  so 
as  one  of  these  days  to  scale  them,  made  me  resolve  to  resist  it. 
So  stepping  up  to  a  soldier,  who  had  just  driven  us  back,  I  said 
in  my  blandest  tone,  "  Why,  you  cannot  be  so  ungallant  as  to  re- 
fuse to  permit  a  lady  to  look  over  the  walls  just  for  one  moment." 
He  looked  around  to  see  if  any  one  was  watching,  and  replied, 
"  Well,  for  one  moment,  I  don't  care,  but  only  one  moment."  I 
had  conquered,  so  stepping  up,  we  looked  over,  and  lo,  we  saw — 
nothing.  I  thanked  the  fellow  for  his  civility,  and  if  I  had  any 
influence  with  his  Holiness,  he  should  be  immediately  promoted. 

NAPLES. 

It  was  a  beautiful  evening  when  we  wheeled  out  of  the  con- 
temptible little  port  of  Civita  Vecchia,  and  sped  off*  for  Naples. 
The  wind  had  lulled,  and  the  sea  rolled  with  a  gentle  swell  as 
our  gallant  little  steamer  shot  along  the  Italian  coast.  Just  at 
sunset  we  came  opposite  the  Tiber,  where  it  empties  into  the  sea 
at  Ostia,  the  ancient  port  of  Rome.  The  dome  of  St.  Peter's 
frowned  grey  in  the  distance,  backed  by  snow  peaks,  and  I  began 
to  feel  the  influence  of  the  "eternal  city"  upon  me.  Around 
that  port  had  clustered  the  Roman  galleys,  laden  with  the  spoils 
of  successful  war — on  their  way  to  Csesar's  palace.     What  a 
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change  the  centuries  had  wrought !  I  could  not  but  picture  to 
myself  how  Ceesar  would  have  looked,  if  when  lying  off  this  port 
with  his  fleet,  he  had  seen  a  steamer,  breathing  fire  and  smoke 
from  her  decks,  and  without  sail,  driving  right  down  against  wind 
and  sea  upon  him.  Methinks  he  would  have  told  his  helmsman, 
notwithstanding  he  "  bore  the  great  Csesar,"  he  had  better  haul 
a  little  closer  in  shore,  and  all  the  galleys  would  have  huddled 
like  frightened  swans  into  Ostia.  Really  Ceesar's  galley  did  look 
small  beside  our  steamer.  All  this  time  my  friend  stood  leaning 
over  the  rail,  and  gazing  off  on  the  shore,  looking  as  if  memory 
was  busy  with  the  mighty  past.  But  just  when  I  was  expecting 
some  extremely  poetical  sentiment,  he  drily  remarked,  without 
looking  up,  as  he  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  cigar,  "  I  wonder 
if  Cassius  ever  did  swim  across  that  river  with  Csesar  on  his 
back." 

At  length  the  full  round  moon  rose  over  the  scene,  turning  the 
sea  into  a  floor  of  diamonds,  over  which  our  vessel  went  curtsey- 
ing, as  if  herself  half  conscious  of  the  part  she  was  acting  in  front 
of  old  Rome.  All  seemed  to  feel  the  inspiration  of  the  hour,  and 
were  scattered  around  on  the  moonlit  deck  in  silent  musing.  It 
was  an  hour  when  home  and  its  memories  visit  the  spirit,  and  the 
heart  travels  back  over  the  long  interval  to  its  place  of  repose. 
A  Russian  baroness  and  her  niece,  a  sweet  Finlandese,  who  were 
leaning  over  the  side  of  the  ship,  humming  fragments  of  melodies, 
at  length  burst  into  a  native  song,  sending  their  rich  voices  far 
over  the  moonlit  sea.  A  handsome  Greek  stood  by  with  his  dark 
eye  and  solemn  face,  drinking  in  the  poetry  of  the  scene  and  the 
music  of  the  strain,  till,  unable  longer  to  contain  his  feelings,  he 
bowed  his  head  on  the  bulwarks  and  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands.  A  French  Count  sat  on  the  quarter-deck  kicking  his 
heels  against  the  cabin,  humming  snatches  from  some  opera  by 
way  of  accompaniment  to  the  song.  He  seemed  quite  uncon- 
scious of  the  discords  he  was  making,  while  the  Finlandese  would 
ever  and  anon  turn  her  blue  eye  inquiringly  towards  him,  as  if 
she  would  ask  what  he  were  trying  to  do,  till  she  could  contain 
herself  no  longer,  and  burst  into  a  clear  laugh,  that  rang  almost 
as  musical  as  her  song.  This  broke  up  the  poetry  of  the  scene, 
and  we  subsided  away  into  a  good-natured  chit-chat,  until  one 
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after  another  dropped  off  into  the  cabin,  and  my  friend  and  my- 
self were  left  alone  with  the  moon  and  the  night.  That  glorious 
moolight  sail  along  the  coast  of  Italy  has  left  its  bright  impression 
on  my  heart  for  ever. 

As  I  rose  in  the  morning  and  went  on  deck,  the  first  object  that 
arrested  my  attention  was  the  top  of  Vesuvius,  which  I  caught 
through  a  notch  in  the  mountain,  sending  up  its  dark  column  of 
smoke  in  the  morning  air.  Islands  came  and  passed  us,  till  at 
length,  rounding  a  point  of  land,  the  far-famed  Bay  of  Naples 
opened  before  us.  J  cannot  say  the  entrance  struck  me  as  pecu- 
liarly beautiful — the  approach  to  Genoa  is  far  more  impressive. 
There  is  no  striking  back-ground  of  hills,  and  with  the  exception 
of  St.  Elmo,  there  is  nothing  on  which  the  eye  rests  with  peculiar 
interest.  The  beauty  of  the  bay  is  seen  in  riding  round  it.  In 
this  aspect  it  is  unequalled,  for  wherever  you  go  there  bends  that 
same  beautiful  curve,  sprinkled  with  villages,  while  Capri  and 
Ischia  sleep  quietly  out  at  sea.  Take  away  the  associations  of 
both,  and  I  think  a  stranger  would  be  more  impressed  with  the 
entrance  to  New  York  harbor,  than  with  the  entrance  to  the  Bay 
of  Naples.  Association  is  everything.  Clothe  the  shore  with 
buried  cities,  and  spread  an  air  of  romance  over  every  hill-top, 
and  it  is  wonderful  how  different  rugged  nature  will  look.  On 
the  other  hand,  let  all  the  associations  be  those  of  commerce,  and 
the  most  beautiful  scenery  will  have  a  very  matter-of-fact  appear- 
ance. There  is  a  dreamy  haze  over  everything  around  Naples 
that  gives  its  scenery  a  soft  and  subdued  aspect ;  added  to  this, 
there  is  a  dreamy  haze  also  over  the  spirit,  so  that  it  is  quite  im- 
possible to  see  ordinary  defects.  But  don't  misunderstand  me — 
the  bay  of  Naples  viewed  from  shore  is  the  most  beautiful  bay  I 
have  ever  seen,  but,  approached  from  the  sea,  inferior  to  that  of 
New  York.  Set  Vesuvius  in  motion,  and  pour  its  lava  in  fire- 
torrents  down  the  breast  of  the  mountain,  lighting  up  the  shore 
and  sea,  and  painting  in  lines  of  blood  on  the  water  each  approach- 
ing vessel,  and  make  a  canopy  of  cinders  and  sparks  borne  hither 
and  thither  by  the  night  wind,  while  the  steady  working  of  the 
fierce  volcanic  engine  is  like  the  sound  of  thunder  on  the  sea — 
and  I  grant  you  that  the  approach  to  Naples  would  be  unrivalled. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XVI. 

Visit  to  Pompeii — Ruins — Character  of  the  People. 

Naples,  March,  1843. 

Dear  E. — The  Neapolitan  maxim,  "  Vedi  Napoli  e  poi  mori," 
— "See  Naples  and  then  die," — is  not  so  egotistical.  The  man 
who  dies  without  seeing  it,  that  is,  in  one  of  its  most  favorable 
aspects,  loses  no  ordinary  pleasure.  There  is  a  combination  of 
scenery  here  to  be  found  nowhere  else,  though  particular  portions 
of  it  may  be  seen  in  every  country.  But  here  is  a  beautiful  bay, 
islands,  cities,  villages,  palaces,  vineyards,  plains,  mountains,  and 
volcanoes,  gathered  into  one  "  cowp-cVoeilJ^  There  is  the  grandeur 
of  the  past,  and  the  beauty  of  the  present ;  ruined  temples,  and  per- 
fect ones  ;  living  cities,  and  buried  ones  ;  and  over  them  all  a  sky 
that  would  make  any  country  lovely,  however  rugged.  Day  before 
yesterday  I  rode  out  to  Pompeii.  At  8  o'clock  I  landed  from  the 
steam-boat — at  101  was  on  my  way  with  an  English  gentleman  and 
lady  for  the  city  of  the  dead.  It  lies  twelve  miles  distant,  and  in  the 
clear  air  and  new  objects  that  surrounded  me,  I  forgot  the  object 
that  had  hurried  me  away.  Now  an  old-looking  vehicle  would  pass 
us,  whose  shape  could  hardly  be  made  out,  from  the  number  of 
ragged,  dirty  beings  that  covered  it — standing,  sitting,  lying,  and 
indeed  piled  up  in  every  direction,  so  as  to  occupy  the  least  possible 
space.  I  counted  on  several  of  these  two- wheeled,  one-horsed 
vehicles,  ten  persons.  There  would  sit  a  row  of  miserable-look- 
ing women  outside  of  their  houses,  all  engaged  in  the  same  occu- 
pation— looking  heads.  Here  a  little  urchin  would  be  sitting  on 
the  ground,  with  his  head  between  the  knees  of  a  woman  who 
was  busy  with  his  head,  while  behind  her  stood  a  third  perform- 
ing the  same  kind  service,  and  all  forming  a  group  both  ludi- 
crous and  revolting.  In  another  direction  would  stand  a  man  in 
the  streets  with  a  plate  in  one  hand,  while  from  the  other,  liftet? 
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over  his  head,  which  was  thrown  back  to  a  horizontal  position, 
hung  in  tempting  profusion  long  strings  of  maccaroni,  which  dis- 
appeared down  his  neck  like  young  snakes  in  the  throat  of  their 
mother.  Thus  we  passed  along  through  Torre  del  Greco,  and 
the  ancient  Oplonti,  and  then  emerged  into  the  open  country, 
where  the  piled-up  lava  and  barren  hill-sides  reminded  us  that 
we  were  approaching  a  scene  of  volcanic  fury.  Yet  here  and 
there  were  green  patches  from  which  the  balmy  bean  sent  forth 
its  fragrance,  contrasting  strangely  with  the  lava  walls  that  en- 
closed them. 

We  at  length  reached  the  gate  of  the  ancient  city,  where  we 
left  our  carriage,  and  commenced  the  strangest  city  promenade  I 
ever  made.  I  had  always  supposed  that  Pompeii  was  like  Her- 
culaneum,  and  that  one  must  descend  to  enter  it.  But  the  buried 
city  formed  a  hill,  and  is  excavated  from  a  level,  so  that  you  en- 
ter it  as  you  would  any  other  town.  We  first  entered  the  house 
of  Diomed,  one  of  the  aristocrats  of  the  city.  We  descended  into 
the  damp,  dark  wine  cellar,  where  the  bones  of  his  family  were 
found,  whither  they  had  fled  for  safety  from  the  storm  of  ashes 
and  fire  that  overwhelmed  them.  There,  against  the  side  of  the 
wall,  amid  the  earthen  wine-jars  that  still  stood  as  they  did  on  the 
last  day  of  that  wild  tempest,  was  the  shape  of  the  outstretched 
arms  and  the  breast  and  head  of  her  who  had  fallen  against  it  in 
her  death-agony.  Nothing  remained  but  the  bones  and  jewels, 
to  tell  the  sad  story  of  her  torture  and  suffocation  in  that 
dread  hour.  But  I  cannot  go  into  details.  They  have  been 
written  over  a  hundred  times.  There  were  baths,  and  dressing 
and  dining  rooms,  and  work-shops,  and  wheel-worn  streets,  where 
the  living  multitude  had  moved,  and  luxuriated,  and  toiled.  We 
saw  tombs  that  were  themselves  entombed ;  rooms  for  washing 
the  dead,  where  the  living  were  suddenly  buried  unwashed  and 
uncoffined ;  beer-shops,  with  the  marks  of  the  tumblers  still  fresh  in 
the  smooth  marble — and  the  mill-stones  that  still  turned  to  the  hand 
in  the  self-same  way  they  turned  nearly  two  thousand  years  ago. 
There  too  was  the  brothel,  and  theatre,  and  dancing-hall.  The  se- 
cret orifice  through  which  the  priest  sent  his  voice  to  the  statue,  to 
delude  the  people  into  the  belief  the  god  had  spoken,  was  now  dis- 
closed.    I  walked  through  the  house  of  a  poet,  into  his  garnished 
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sleeping  apartments,  forming,  in  their  silence,  a  part  in  a  greater 
drama  than  he  had  ever  conceived,  I  stood  before  the  tavern 
with  the  rings  yet  entire  to  which  the  horses  were  fastened,  and 
where  the  bones  of  a  mother  and  her  three  children  were  found 
locked  in  each  other's  arms.  Temples  were  overthrown  with 
iheir  altars.  The  niches  in  which  stood  the  gods  were  left  empty, 
».nd  the  altars  before  them,  on  which  smoked  the  sacrifice,  were 
silent  and  lonely.  Columns  fallen  across  each  other  in  the  courts 
just  as  that  wild  hurricane  had  left  them,  pieces  of  the  architrave 
blocking  up  the  entrances  they  had  surmounted,  told  how  fierce 
the  shock  and  overthrow  had  been.  One  house  was  evidently  that  of 
a  remarkably  rich  man.  Mosaic  floors  representing  battle  scenes, 
precious  stones  still  embedded  in  the  pavements  of  his  corridors, 
long  colonnades,  and  all  the  appurtenances  of  luxury,  attested  the 
unbounded  wealth  of  the  owner.  But  no  bodies  were  found  in 
it.  The  rich  man  had  fled  with  his  portable  wealth  before  the 
storm  came.  We  passed  through  the  temple  of  Jupiter,  the  court 
of  Justice,  the  Forum,  the  market-place,  and  finally  emerged  into 
the  country. 

I  mounted  an  old  wall,  covered  with  earth,  and  looked  back  on 
the  disentombed  city,  and  beyond  on  Vesuvius.  There  it  stood,  sol- 
emn, grand,  and  lonely,  sending  up  its  steady  column  of  smoke,  a 
perpetual  and  living  tombstone  over  the  dead  at  its  feet.  I  could 
see  the  track  of  the  lava  on  its  wild  and  fiery  march  for  the  sea, 
and  imagine  just  how  the  cloud  of  ashes  and  cinders  rose  from 
the  summit  and  came  flying  toward  the  terror-stricken  city.  Foot 
after  foot  it  piled  itself  in  the  streets,  over  the  thresholds,  above 
the  windows,  and  so  on  till  it  reached  twenty  or  thirty  feet  above 
the  tops  of  the  houses.  There  was  the  sea  where  the  younger 
Pliny  came,  and,  impelled  by  a  fatal  curiosity,  would  land,  till, 
blinded  and  suffocated,  he  too  fell  with  the  victims  that  perished. 

From  this  we  went  to  the  amphitheatre,  where  the  gladiatorial 
shows  were  held.  It  is  a  magnificent  area  of  an  oval  form,  and 
suflaciently  capacious  to  hold  fifteen  or  twenty  thousand  specta- 
tors. The  dens  where  the  lions  were  kept  still  stood,  and  there 
was  the  very  area  in  which  men  fought  and  fell.  I  stood  at  one 
end  and  shouted,  and  the  answering  echo  came  back  clear  and 
distinct  as  a  second  voice.     It  enhanced  the  solitude.     Some  have 
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imagined  that  spectators  were  assembled  here  at  the  time  of  the 
overthrow  of  the  city,  and  as  they  felt  the  first  step  of  the  mighty 
earthquake  that  heralded  its  doom,  rushed  in  dismay  from  their 
seats.  But  this  could  not  be,  for  Pompeii  did  not  fall  by  an  earth- 
quake, and  the  mountain,  long  before  the  eruption,  gave  terribly 
distinct  omens  of  the  coming  blow.  Dio  relates  that  spectres  lined 
the  summit  of  the  mountain,  and  unearthly  shapes  flitted  around 
its  trembling  sides.  This  was  doubtless  the  mist  boiling  up  from 
its  confinement  through  the  crevices,  and  shooting  into  the  upper 
air.  Pliny  himself  says  in  his  epistle  that  he  saw  from  Misenus, 
fifteen  or  twenty  miles  distant  from  Naples  on  the  other  side,  a 
cloud  rising  from  the  mountain  in  the  shape  of  a  pine  tree,  and 
shortly  after  embarked  for  the  city.  The  groaning  mountain 
was  reeling  above  the  sea  of  fire  that  boiled  under  her,  and  strug- 
gled for  freedom.  It  was  not  a  time  for  amusement.  Terrified 
men  and  women  ran  for  the  sea ;  that  also  fled  back  affrighted 
from  its  shores,  so  that  even  Pliny  could  not  land  before  the  city, 
but  was  forced  to  proceed  to  Stabies.  The  bellowing  mountain, 
the  sulphureous  air,  the  quivering  earth,  would  not  let  a  city  even 
so  dissolute  as  Pompeii  gather  to  places  of  public  amusement. 
Consternation  reigned  in  every  street,  and  drove  the  frightened 
inhabitants  away  from  their  dwellings.  This  is  doubtless  the 
reason  why  so  few  bodies  were  found.  Those  that  perished  were 
slaves,  or  those  who  tarried  till  some  falling  column  or  wall 
blocked  up  their  path,  and  the  descending  cinders  blinded  their 
sight  as  they  groped  about  for  a  way  of  egress.  Fear  and  dark- 
ness (for  day  was  turned  into  night)  might  have  enthralled  others 
beyond  the  power  of  moving.  And  I  was  standing  on  the  same 
pavement  those  terror-stricken  citizens  stood  on  two  thousand 
years  ago,  and  was  looking  on  the  same  mountain  they  gazed  on 
with  such  earnest  inquiry  and  fearful  forebodings.  Then  it  rock- 
ed and  swayed  and  thundered  above  the  pent-up  forces  that 
threatened  to  send  it  in  fragments  through  the  heavens.  Now, 
silent  and  quiet,  it  stood  firm  on  its  base.  Yet  to  me  it  had  a 
morose  and  revengeful  look,  as  if  it  were  conscious  of  the  ruin  at 
its  feet. 

The  excavations  are  more  extensive  than  I  supposed,  and  me 
elTect  of  the  clear  light  of  the  sun  and  the  open  sky  on  the  deserted 
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pavements  is  peculiar  and  solemn.  A  visit  to  it  is  an  episode  in 
a  man's  life  that  he  can  never  forget.  An  old  column  or  a  bro- 
ken wall  of  a  once  populous  city  interests  us.  We  stand  and 
muse  over  the  ruined  pile  till  it  becomes  eloquent  with  the  history 
of  the  past.  If  one  single  complete  temple  be  found,  how  it  in- 
creases the  interest.  But  to  wander  through  a  whole  city  stand- 
ing as  its  inhabitants  left  it  in  their  sudden  fear,  adds  tenfold  to  the 
vividness  of  the  picture.  The  little  household  things  meeting  you 
at  every  turn,  give  speciality  to  the  whole.  As  I  strolled  from 
apartment  to  apartment,  I  almost  expected  to  meet  some  one 
within  the  door.  I  felt  like  an  intruder  as  I  passed  into  the  sleep- 
ing rooms  of  others — as  if  I  were  entering  the  private  apartments 
of  those  who  were  merely  absent  on  a  ride  or  a  visit.  The 
scenes  were  familiar,  and  it  appeared  but  a  short  time  since  the 
eyes  of  those  who  occupied  the  dwellings  rested  on  the  same  ob- 
jects. In  turning  the  corners  of  the  streets,  it  would  hardly  have 
surprised  me  to  have  met  the  inhabitants  just  returning,  and  look- 
ing on  me  as  a  stranger  and  an  intruder.  It  required  an  effort 
to  convince  myself  that  these  streets  and  these  dwellings  were 
thronged  and  occupied  for  the  last  time  nearly  two  thousand  years 
ago.  I  assure  you  the  struggle  was  not  to  call  up  the  past,  but 
to  shake  it  off — and  when  I  finally  stood  at  the  gate  and  gave  a 
farewell  look  to  the  lonely  city  that  faintly  shone  in  the  light  of 
the  setting  sun,  a  feeling  of  indescribable  sadness  stole  over  me, 
and  I  rode  away  without  the  wish  ever  to  see  it  again. 

But  the  view  of  the  bay,  and  the  careless  laughing  groups  we 
met  at  every  step,  soon  restored  our  spirits.  The  streets  were 
filled  with  loungers,  all  expressing  in  their  manners  and  looks  the 
Neapolitan  maxim,  "  dolce  far  niente"  (it  is  sweet  to  do  nothing). 
You  have  heard  of  the  bright  eyes  and  raven  tresses  and  music- 
like language  of  the  Neapolitans ;  but  I  can  assure  you  there  is 
nothing  like  it  here,  i.  e.  among  the  lower  classes.  The  only  dif- 
ference that  I  can  detect  between  them  and  our  Indians  is,  that 
our  wild  bloods  are  the  more  beautiful  of  the  two.  The  color  is 
the  same,  the  hair  very  like  indeed,  and  as  to  the  "  soft  bastard 
Latin"  they  speak,  it  is  one  of  the  most  abominable  dialects  I 
ever  heard.  I  know  this  is  rather  shocking  to  one's  ideas  of 
Italian  women.     I  am  sure  I  was  prepared  to  view  them  in  a 
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favorable,  nay,  in  a  poetical  light ;  but  amid  all  the  charms  and 
excitements  of  this  romantic  land,  I  cannot  see  otherwise.  The 
old  women  are  hags,  and  the  young  w^omen  dirty,  slip-shod  slat- 
terns. Talk  about  "bright-eyed  Italian  maids!"  Among  our 
lower  classes  there  are  five  beauties  to  one  good-looking  woman 
here.  It  is  nonsense  to  expect  beauty  among  a  population  that 
live  in  filth,  and  eat  the  vilest  substances  to  escape  the  horrors  of 
starvation.  Wholesome  food,  comfortable  apartments,  and  cleanly 
clothing,  are  indispensable  to  physical  beauty ;  and  these  the 
Italians,  except  the  upper  classes,  do  not  have.  The  filthy  dens 
in  which  they  are  crammed,  the  tattered  garments  in  which  they 
are  but  half  hid,  and  the  haggard  faces  of  hundreds  of  unfed  wo- 
men and  children  that  meet  me  at  every  step  as  I  enter  the  city 
at  night,  overthrow  all  the  pleasures  of  the  day,  and  I  retire  to 
my  room  angry  with  that  political  and  social  system  that  requires 
two-thirds  to  die  of  starvation,  that  the  other  third  may  die  of  sur- 
feit. The  King  of  Naples  has  five  palaces,  while  thousands  of 
his  subjects  have  not  one  blanket. 

Men  talk  of  travelling  when  the  mind  is  matured,  but  I  advise 
every  one  who  wishes  to  enjoy  Italy  to  visit  it  before  he  has 
thought  of  the  irregularities  and  miseries  of  the  world.  Let  him 
come  into  this  beautiful  clime  while  the  imagination  holds  supreme 
sway,  and  life  is  a  golden  dream.  He  then  will  see  but  its  tem- 
ples and  arts,  hear  but  the  voice  of  the  past,  and  grow  enthusi- 
astic on  a  soil  where  every  stone  is  a  monument,  and  every  wall 
a  history.  I  could  weep  when  I  see  the  havoc  that  tyranny  and 
avarice  make  of  the  happiness  of  man.  Why  is  it  that  these 
thousands  around  me  should  weep  and  suffer  and  die,  that  one 
lazy  Prince  may  gorgeously  furnish  five  palaces  he  enters  but 
five  times  a  year  ?  Why  should  Lazzaroni  multiply  to  be  cursed 
by  every  stranger,  merely  that  a  few  lazy  nobles  may  turn  a 
whole  country  into  beautiful  villas  to  gallop  through?  Italy 
abounds  in  lovely  scenery,  and  is  rich  in  classic  associations ;  but 
he  must  be  a  stupid  observer,  or  a  heartless  one,  who  can  see  and 
feel  nothing  else.  As  I  wander  through  the  grounds  of  a  princely 
noble,  I  enjoy  the  beauty  and  taste  that  surround  me,  until 
mounting  some  point  of  view  I  look  down  on  a  lovely  country 
filled  with  half-fed  men,  and  then  I  could  hang  him  on  one  of  his 
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own  oaks.  There  stands  a  glorious  statue,  but  under  it  lies  a  live 
sufferer.  There  is  a  magnificent  church,  but  on  its  ample  steps 
are  heaps  of  rags,  each  enveloping  a  living,  suffering  man.  But, 
as  the  Italians  say,  "  la  pazienza  e  la  confidenza."  Yes — pa- 
tience and  confidence  :  for  the  ridiculous  farce  of  Kings  will  have 
an  end,  and  humanity  yet  shake  off  its  rags  and  lay  aside  its 
shame,  and  assert  and  take  its  long- withheld  rights. 

Yours,  &c. 
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LETTER   XVII. 

Ascent  of  Vesuvius. 

Naples,  March,  1843. 

Dear  E. — We  have  been  to  Mount  Vesuvius,  and  to-day  has 
been  one  of  the  richest  days  of  my  life.  The  morning  was  bright 
and  clear,  and  the  road  lay  along  the  Bay  of  Naples.  We  made 
a  short  stop  at  Portici,  where  the  King  has  a  palace.  It  is  beau- 
tifully situated,  with  gardens  and  promenades  around  it,  and  all 
the  luxuries  that  royalty  can  so  easily  afford.  The  taste  and 
beauty  of  the  interior,  however,  are  chiefly  owing  to  Madame 
Murat,  the  ex-Queen  of  Naples,  who  reformed  not  only  this,  but 
all  the  royal  palaces  of  the  city.  When  the  dethroned  Ferdi- 
nand returned  from  Sicily,  he  was  exceedingly  pleased  with  the 
improvements  his  conqueror  had  made,  and  very  good-humoredly 
remarked  that  "  Murat  was  an  excellent  upholsterer."  The  por- 
traits of  Napoleon's  and  Murat's  families  are  still  there,  and  said 
to  be  excellent  likenesses.  The  whole  palace  is  in  excellent  taste, 
but  the  only  thing  remarkable  in  it  is  a  porcelain  room,  the  walls 
and  ceilings  of  which  are  entirely  covered  with  china  from  the 
celebrated  manufactory  of  Capo  di  Monti,  specimens  of  which 
are  now  seldom  found.  These  porcelain  panels  are  painted 
with  landscapes,  and  bordered  with  wreaths  in  alto-relievo  ;  col- 
ored like  life,  and  as  large  ;  with  squirrels  and  birds  mingled  in 
charming  confusion.  The  frames  of  the  mirrors  and  the  chande- 
liers are  of  the  same  material,  and  the  effect  of  the  whole  is  sin- 
gular and  pleasing.  I  hurried  through  the  rooms,  anxious  to  be 
on  the  side  of  Vesuvius. 

We  soon  came  to  the  place  where  horses  and  donkeys  are 
taken  for  the  ascent,  and  here  a  scrambling  and  squalling  and 
quarrelling  commenced  that  would  not  have  disgraced  a  steamboat 
landing  at  New  York.     In  the  morning  when  we  started,  a  man 
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mounted  the  box  of  the  carriage  with  the  driver,  as  if  he  owned 
it.     I  asked  him  what  he  was  doing  there.     He  inquired  if  I  did 
not  wish  a  guide.     I   replied,   "  Yes,  of  course,  to  ascend  the 
mountain."     Supposing  all  was  right,  we  went  on.     But  here  I 
discovered  that  a  horse  could  not  be  had  without  a  guide  to  ac- 
company him.    I  turned  to  my  friend  of  the  coach-box  and  asked 
what  this  meant,  and  why  he  had  presumed  to  fasten  himself  on 
me  in  this  way.    He  seemed  to  be  somewhat  flustered,  but  replied 
with  a  great  deal  of  suavity,  "  Oh,  sir,  to  see  you  are  not  cheated, 
and  to  have  everything  arranged  on  your  return."     "  I  can  take 
care  of  that,"  said  I ;  "  I  don't  mean  to  be  cheated  by  you  or 
others  either."     But  the  day  was  advancing,  and  this  was  no 
place  or  time  to  quarrel  with  him,  for  it  would  only  swell  the  Ba- 
bel that  already  clattered    around   me.     My   friend    at   length 
mounted  a  good-looking  horse,  while  the  most  villanous  donkey 
that  ever  went  unsheared  was  led  up  to  me.     I  asked  my  super- 
numerary guide  if  this  was  the  animal  he  had  come  thus  far  to 
provide  me  with.     He  said  he  thought  it  was  an  excellent  beast. 
I  replied  I  was  sorry  I  could  not  agree  with  him,  and  deliberately 
walked  away.     The  owner  then  threw  himself  before  me,  with 
his  demure,  shaggy,  long-eared  friend,  determined  I  should  take 
him.     I  asked  him  if  he  called  that  a  horse.     "  No,  your  excel- 
lency, but  an  eccellentissimo  Ass."     "  No,"  said  I  very  coolly, 
"  you  are  mistaken ;  it  is  neither  an  ass  nor  a  horse."    He  looked 
in  astonishment  at  me,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  What  do  you  mean  ? 
what  is  it  then  ?"     The  others  had  become   quiet  by  this  time, 
and  stood  waiting  the  issue.     "  Why,"  said  I,  "  don't  you  see  ifs 
a  rat — a  large  water-rat — you  are  wishing  me  to  ride  ?"     The 
men  looked  at  each  other  in  astonishment  for  a  moment,  and  then 
burst  into  a  loud  laugh.     Seeing  I  was  not  to  be  duped,  they  led 
me  out  a  very  nice  grey  pony,  which  1  mounted,  and  galloped 
away. 

The  guide,  with  a  strong  stick  in  one  hand,  seized  my  friend's 
horse  by  the  tail,  and  trotted  after.  The  ascent  for  some  time 
was  gradual,  the  road  passing  through  vineyards  from  which 
Lachryma  Christi,  tears  of  Christ  (as  a  certain  kind  of  wine  is 
called),  is  made.  The  scene  gradually  grew  drearer  until  we 
came  to  the  region  of  pure  lava.     I  can  convey  to  you  no  idea 


ASCENT  OF  VESUVIUS.  79 

of  the  feelings  this  utterly  barren  lava-desert  at  first  excites. 
There  it  spreads,  black,  broken  and  rough,  just  as  it  cooled  in  its 
slow  and  troubled  march  for  the  sea.  Here  it  met  an  obstacle 
and  rose  into  a  barrier ;  there  it  fell  off  into  ridges  that  cracked 
and  broke  into  fragments,  till  the  whole  inclined  plain  that  spreads 
off  from  the  base  of  the  pyramid  in  which  is  the  crater,  appears 
as  if  the  earth  had  been  violently  shaken  till  all  the  large  and 
loose  portions  had  risen  to  the  surface.  Sometimes  you  can  trace 
for  some  distance  a  sort  of  circular  wall  of  cooled  lava,  behind 
which  the  red-hot  stream  had  gathered  and  glowed  like  a  brow 
of  wrath.  Nothing  could  be  more  dreary  and  desolate.  Through 
this  barren  tract  I  was  passing  in  a  narrow  path.  My  eye  wan- 
dered hither  and  thither  over  the  scathed  and  blackened  mass, 
but  always  came  back  to  the  solemn  peak  from  whose  top  silently 
ascended  a  heavy  column  of  smoke.  Soon  after,  we  ascended  a 
ridge  of  earth  that  the  volcano  had  spared,  and  on  which  stood 
the  Hermitage.  Before  reaching  it  we  could  see  on  its  narrow 
top,  extending  nearly  to  the  base  of  the  peak,  the  forms  of  mules 
and  horses  slowly  marching  in  Indian  file,  and  carrying  a  com- 
pany in  advance  of  us  to  the  same  destination.  Their  appear, 
ance  at  that  distance  and  above  us,  cast  in  bold  relief  against  the 
clear  sky,  was  novel  and  picturesque.  We  did  not  stop  at  the 
Hermitage,  but  pushing  straight  on  soon  reached  the  field  of  lava, 
througii  which  our  animals  picked  their  way  with  most  praiseworthy 
care.  As  I  was  slowly  crossing  this  rough  tract,  I  saw  in  the 
distance  twenty  or  thirty  mules  and  horses,  saddled  and  bridled, 
scattered  around  at  the  base  of  the  peak,  amidst  the  lava,  and  on 
the  open  mountain  side,  like  an  Arab  camp  in  the  desert.  Here 
we  also  dismounted,  and  began  the  almost  perpendicular  ascent. 

The  company  before  us  looked  lik^  dwarfs  clinging  to  the  side 
of  the  mountain.  There  was  a  lady  among  them,  who,  with  a 
bridle  around  her  waist,  was  pulled  up  by  the  guide.  Ours  also 
started  with  a  bridle,  but  I  told  him  to  throw  it  away,  as  I  could 
take  care  of  myself.  Halfway  up  we  came  upon  a  snow-bank, 
on  which  I  cooled  my  parched  lips.  Again  and  again  we  were 
compelled  to  rest,  but  without  regret,  for  whenever  we  turned  our 
eyes  below,  they  were  met  by  one  of  the  most  magnificent  pros- 
pects the  sun  ever  shone  upon.     There  were  the  Bay  of  Naples, 


80  LETTERS  FROM  ITALY. 

the  islands  of  Capri  and  Ischia,  beyond  which  the  blue  Mediter- 
ranean melted  away  into  the  mild  horizon ;  nearer  slept  the  city, 
with  its  palaces  and  towers,  while  far  inland,  on,  on,  till  the  eye 
grew  dim  with  the  extended  prospect,  swept  away  the  whole 
'•'  campagna  felice,"  or  happy  country,  in  a  glorious  panorama 
of  villages,  villas,  fields,  and  vineyards.  Around  me  was  piled 
lava  that  had  once  poured  in  a  red-hot  stream  where  I  sat ;  and 
close  beneath  me  an  immense  cavity,  where  a  volcano  had  once 
raged  and  died.  When  near  the  top,  as  I  stood  looking  off  on  tho 
world  below,  a  dense  cloud  of  mist,  borne  by  the  wind,  swept  ovei 
and  around  me,  blotting  out  in  an  instant  everything  from  my 
sight.  A  cold  breeze  accompanied  it,  and  the  sudden  change 
from  broad  sunlight  and  an  almost  boundless  prospect,  to  sudden 
twilight  and  a  few  feet  of  broken  lava,  was  so  chilling  and  gloomy, 
that  it  for  a  moment  damped  my  ardor.  Our  guide,  however, 
told  us  it  would  soon  pass,  so  we  rallied  our  spirits  and  pushed  on. 
At  length  we  reached  the  top,  and  lo,  a  barren,  desolate,  uneven 
field  spread  out  before  us,  filled  with  apertures,  from  which  were 
issuing  jets  of  steam,  and  over  which  blew  a  cold  and  chilling 
wind,  while  fragments  of  mist  traversed  it  like  spirits  fleeing  from 
the  gulf  that  yawned  behind  them.  Passing  over  this  with  dainty 
footsteps,  and  feeling  every  moment  as  if  the  crust  would  break 
beneath  our  feet,  we  reached  at  last  the  verge  of  the  crater,  and 
the  immense  basin,  with  its  black,  smoking  cone  in  the  centre,  was 
below  us.  From  the  red-hot  mouth  boiled  out  fast  and  fierce,  an 
immense  column  of  smoke,  accompanied  at  intervals  with  a  heavy 
sound,  and  jets  of  red-hot  scoria.  This  was  more  than  I  antici- 
pated. I  expected  to  see  only  a  crater,  and  a  smouldering  heap. 
But  the  mountain  was  in  more  than  common  agitation,  and  had 
been  throughout  the  winter*  It  seemed  to  sympathize  with  Etna 
and  other  volcanoes  that  appear  to  have  chosen  this  year  for  a 
general  waking  up.  I  could  compare  it  to  nothing  but  the  work- 
ing of  an  immense  steam-engine.  It  had  a  steady  sound  like  the 
working  of  a  heavy  piston,  while  at  short  intervals  the  valve 
seemed  to  lift  and  the  steam  would  escape  with  an  explosion,  and 
at  the  same  time  the  black  smoke  and  lurid  blaze  shoot  from  the 
mouth,  and  the  red-hot  Scoria  rise  forty  or  fifty  feet  into  the  air. 
At  the  moment  of  explosion,  the  mouth  of  the  cone  seemed  in  a 
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blaze,  and  the  masses  of  scoria  thrown  out,  some  of  which  would 
weigh  fifteen  or  twenty  pounds,  resembled  huge  gouts  of  blood — 
they  were  of  that  deep  red,  fresh  color.  I  deemed  myself  fortu- 
nate in  the  time  I  visited  it,  for  I  saw  a  real,  living — or  as  Carlyle 
would  say,  an  authenticated  volcano.  There  was  a  truth  and  reality 
and  power  about  it,  that  chained  and  awed  me.  I  could  count 
the  strokes  of  that  tremendous  engine  as  it  thundered  on  in  the 
bowels  of  the  earth,  and  see  the  fruits  of  its  infernal  labor  as  it 
hurled  them  into  the  upper  air,  as  if  on  purpose  to  startle  man 
with  the  preparations  that  were  going  on  under  him.  That 
mountain,  huge  as  it  was,  seemed  light  to  the  power  beneath  it, 
and  I  thought  it  felt  unsteady  on  its  base,  as  if  conscious  of  the 
strength  of  its  foe.  But  the  ludicrous  is  always  mingled  with  the 
sublime.  As  I  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  crater,  awed  by  the  specta- 
cle before  me,  our  guide  approached  with  some  eatables,  and  two 
eggs  that  had  been  cooked  in  the  steam  issuing  from  one  of  the 
apertures  we  had  passed.  My  friend  sat  down  very  deliberately 
to  eat  his.  I  took  mine  in  my  hand  mechanically,  but  was  too 
much  absorbed  in  the  actions  of  the  sullen  monster  below  me  to 
eat.  Suddenly  there  was  an  explosion  louder  than  any  that  had 
preceded  it,  hurling  a  larger,  angrier  mass  into  the  air.  My  hand 
involuntarily  closed  tightly  over  the  egg,  and  I  was  recalled  to  my 
senses  by  my  friend  calling  out  very  deliberately  at  my  feet  to 
know  what  I  was  doing.  I  looked  down,  and  there  he  sat  quietly 
picking  the  shell  from  his  egg,  while  mine  was  running  a  minia- 
ture volcano  over  his  back  and  shoulders.  I  opened  my  hand, 
and  there  lay  the  crushed  shell,  while  the  contents  were  fast 
spreading  over  my  friend's  broadcloth.  I  laughed  outright,  sac- 
rilegious as  it  was.  So  much  you  see  for  the  imagination  you 
have  so  often  scolded  me  about.  I  had  lost  my  egg,  while  my 
friend,  who  took  things  more  coolly,  enjoyed  not  only  the  eating  of 
his,  but  the  consciousness  of  having  eaten  an  egg  boiled  in  the 
steam  of  Vesuvius. 

We  next  descended  into  the  crater,  and  however  slight  a  thing 
one  may  deem  it  in  ordinary^  times,  it  was  a  grave  matter  for 
me.  Both  hands  and  feet  had  never  before  been  in  such  urgent 
requisition.  The  path  at  times  was  not  a  foot  wide,  and  indeed 
was  not  a  path,  but  clefts  in  the  rocks,  where  often  a  single  mis- 
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step  would  have  sent  one  to  the  bottom  of  the  crater,  while  lava 
rocks,  cracked  at  their  base,  and  apparently  awaiting  but  a  slight 
touch  to  shake  them  down  on  you,  hung  overhead.  Frequently 
my  only  course  was  to  lie  against  the  rock  and  cling  with  my 
hands  to  the  projecting  points,  while  ever  and  anon,  from  out  sorr.e 
aperture  would  shoot  jets  of  steam  so  impregnated  with  sulphur  as 
almost  to  strangle  me.  My  guide  would  then  be  hid  from  my 
sight,  and  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  hang  on  and  cough,  while  I 
knew  that  a  thousand  feet  were  above  and  below  me.  At  other 
times  the  crater  would  be  filled  with  vapor  up  to  the  rim,  shroud- 
ing everything  from  our  sight,  even  the  fiery  cone,  while  we  hung 
midway  on  the  rocks  and  stood  and  listened.  Amidst  the  rolling 
vapor  I  could  hear  the  churning  of  that  tremendous  engine,  and 
the  explosion  that  sent  the  scoria  into  the  air,  and  then,  after  a 
moment  of  deep  silence,  the  clatter  of  the  returning  fragments, 
like  hail-stones  on  dry  leaves,  far,  far  below  me.  It  was  suf- 
ficently  startling  and  grand,  to  stand  half-way  down  that  crater, 
with  your  feet  on  smoking  sulphur  and  your  hand  on  rocks  so 
hot  that  you  shrank  from  the  touch,  and  gaze  down  on  that  terrific 
fire-energy,  without  wrapping  it  in  gloom  and  adding  deeper  mys- 
tery to  its  already  mysterious  workings.  A  puff  of  air  would 
then  sweep  through  the  cavity,  dashing  the  mist  against  its  sides 
and  sending  it  like  frightened  spirits  over  the  verge.  I  almost  ex- 
pected to  see  a  change  when  the  light  again  fell  on  it,  but  there 
it  stood,  churning  on  as  steady  and  stern  as  ever. 

We  at  length  reached  the  bottom,  and  sitting  down  at  a  respect- 
ful distance  from  the  base  of  the  cone,  enjoyed  the  sublime 
spectacle.  There  we  were,  deep  down  in  the  bowels  of  the 
mountain,  while  far  up  on  the  brink  of  the  crater,  like  children  in 
size,  sat  a  group  of  men  sending  their  hurrah  down  at  every  dis- 
charge of  scoria.  Before  me  ascended  the  column  of  rolling 
smoke,  while  every  few  seconds  the  melted  mass  was  ejected  into 
the  air  with  a  report  that  made  me  measure  rather  wistfully  the 
distance  between  us  and  the  top.  Our  guide  took  some  coppers, 
and  as  the  scoria  fell  a  little  distance  off,  he  would  run  up  the 
sides  of  the  cone,  drop  them  in  the  smaller  portions,  and  retreat 
before  a  second  discharge.  It  was  amusing  to  see  how  coolly  he 
would  stand  and  look  up  to  the  descending  fragments  of  fire^ 


ASCENT  OF  VESUVIUS.  fi3 

some  of  which,  had  they  struck  him,  would  have  crushed  him  to 
the  earth,  and  calculate  their  descent  so  nicely  that  with  a  slight 
movement  he  could  escape  each.  When  the  scoria  cooled,  the 
coppers  were  left  imbedded  in  it,  and  thus  carried  off  as  remem- 
brances of  Vesuvius.  We  went  around  the  crater,  continually 
descending  until  we  came  to  the  lowest  part,  close  to  the  base  of 
the  cone.  Here  the  lava  was  gathering  and  cooling  and  cracking 
off  in  large  rolls,  with  that  low  continuous  sound  which  is  always 
made  by  the  rapid  cooling  of  an  intensely  heated  mass.  I 
ascended  a  little  eminence  which  the  lava  was  slowly  undermin- 
ing, and  thrust  my  cane  into  the  molten  substance.  It  was  sg 
jiot  that  I  had  to  cover  my  face  with  my  cap  in  order  to  hold  my 
stick  in  it  for  a  single  moment.  As  I  stood  and  saw  fold  after 
fold  slowly  roll  over  and  fall  off,  and  heard  the  firing  of  the  vol- 
cano above  me,  and  sav/,  nearly  a  hundred  feet  over  my  head, 
red-hot  masses  of  scoria  suspended  in  the  air,  I  am  not  ashamed 
to  say  I  felt  a  little  uncomfortable.  I  looked  above  and  around, 
and  saw  that  it  needed  but  a  slicrht  tremulous  motion  to  confine 
me  there  for  ever.  It  was  not  the  work  of  five  or  ten  minutes  to 
reach  the  lofty  top,  and  a  little  heavier  discharge  of  fire — a  small 
shower  of  ashes — and  I  should  have  been  smothered  or  crisped  in 
a  moment.  There  may  have  been  no  danger,  but  one  cannot  es- 
cape tlie  belief  of  it  when  at  times  he  is  compelled  to  dodge 
flaming  masses  of  scoria,  that  otherwise  would  smite  him  to  the 
earth. 

We  ascended  by  a  different  and  much  easier  path.  It  is  lon- 
ger, but  far  preferable  to  the  one  we  came  down.  It  led  us  to 
the  other  side  of  the  crater,  from  which  we  looked  down  on  Pom- 
peii. I  could  trace  the  stream  of  lava  to  the  plain,  and  could 
well  imagine  the  consternation  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  doomed 
city,  as  the  storm  of  ashes  shot  off  for  its  bosom.  Weary  and 
exhausted,  we  descended  by  a  different  route  through  a  bed  of 
ashes  that  reached  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  mounted 
our  horses  and  rode  homeward.  The  glorious  plain  was  spread 
out  before  us,  but  we  v/ere  too  tired  to  enjoy  it.  At  the  bottom 
of  the  hill  we  found  our  supernumerary  guide  half-drunk  on  our 
credit,  who  told  us  he  had  soup,  fish,  beef,  fowl,  fruit,  et  cetera, 
provided  for  our  entertainment  in  a  neighboring  house,  which 
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proved  to  be  a  hovel.  The  provisions,  he  said,  had  cost  but  little 
more  than  a  dollar,  while  the  man  asked  only  about  the  same  for 
cooking  them.  I  was  thoroughly  vexed,  and  told  him  to  say  to 
the  man  he  might  have  the  provision  to  pay  for  cooking  them ; 
and  as  for  him,  I  considered  him  the  greatest  scoundrel  I  had  yet 
met  with,  and  I  had  seen  many.  He  replied  that  he  regarded  me 
as  his  son — ^that  he  would  not  see  me  cheated  of  a  grana  for  the 
world.  I  told  him  I  thought  the  proofs  of  his  affection  were  ra- 
ther dubious,  that  it  had  cost  me  about  three  dollars  that  day,  and 
it  was  altogether  too  expensive  for  me,  and  I  thought,  notwith- 
standing the  intensity  of  his  love,  that  v/e  had  better  part.  And 
yet,  would  you  believe  it,  this  fellow  had  the  impudence  to  come 
up  to  the  carriage  and  ask  me  to  make  him  a  present  of  a  few 
carlines,  as  a  sort  of  farewell  gift !  It  was  really  the  coolest 
rascality  I  had  yet  encountered.  But  the  day  passed  away,  and 
the  evening,  with  its  welcome  repose,  came.  That  night  I  slept, 
as  I  had  never  slept  before.  It  was  like  oblivion,  it  was  so  deep 
and  unbroken. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XVIII. 

The  Ladies  of  Italy  and  the  Ladies  of  America. 

Naples,  March,  1843. 

Dear  E. — Who  has  not  heard  the  exclamations,  "  The  black- 
eyed  Beauties  of  Italy — The  Blue  Heavens  of  Italy  !"  and  that, 
too,  in  contrast  with  our  own  beautiful  women  and  clear  atmos- 
phere, until  he  has  dreamed  of  a  sunny  land  wreathed  with  rivers, 
and  filled  with  radiant,  passionate  creatures  ?  At  another  time  I 
shall  contrast  the  climates. 

At  present,  reversing  the  rules  of  rhetoric,  I  take  the  most  in- 
teresting objects  first ;  and  as  to  these  dark-eyed  beauties— dark- 
eyed  enough  though  they  are,  and  very  pretty  withal — ^yet,  like  many 
other  things  in  this  world,  they  appear  much  better  when  dreamed 
about,  with  four  thousand  miles  of  ocean  between  us,  than  when 
looked  at  from  these  promenades  dressed  a  la  Frangais.  It  is  not 
the  partiality  one  naturally  feels  for  his  countrywomen  that  gov- 
erns me,  when  I  say  that  the  beautiful  women  with  us  stand  to 
them  in  the  proportion  of  five  to  one.  Walk  on  a  pleasant  day  at 
the  promenading  hour  from  the  Astor  House  to  Bleecker-street,  and 
you  shall  see  more  beautiful  women  than  you  will  find  in  any 
Italian  city,  though  you  walk  it  a  month.  Similar  contrasts 
might  be  drawn  between  many  other  things  in  the  two  countries, 
in  which  we  have  heretofore  suffered  unjustly.  This  declaration 
cannot  be  attributed  to  prejudice,  for  you  know  I  was  a  perfect 
child  in  my  enthusiasm  for  Italy.  It  was  the  land  of  my  early 
dreams — the  one  bright  vision  in  all  my  scholar's  life,  and  when 
its  blue  hills  rose  on  my  view  I  felt  like  the  pilgrim  as  he  catches 
the  first  glimpse  of  the  Prophet's  Tomb  from  afar.  Yet  the  truth 
'  maun  be  said.' — Perhaps  one  would  see  more  beauty  were  the 
young  ladies  permitted  to  appear  more  in  society.  The  foolish 
custom  of  shutting  them  up  in  convents,  occupied  with  their  studies. 
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until  married  off  hy  their  parents,  still  prevails.  It  is,  however, 
losing  somewhat  of  its  ancient  force,  especially  in  Tuscany.  The 
truth  is,  we  have  derived  our  ideas  of  Italy  from  England,  which  is 
not  distinguished  for  its  beautiful  peasantry.  Accustomed  also 
to  the  light  hair  and  fresh  complexion  of  the  Saxon  race,  the 
English  fall  in  raptures  at  sight  of  the  dark-eyed  beauties  of 
the  South.  The  same  is  true  of  climate.  Coming  from  the  fogs 
of  London,  where  the  sun  seems  made  in  vain,  they  are  in  ecsta- 
cies  with  the  bright  heavens  of  Italy.  The  sky  is  at  times  like  a 
sapphire  dome,  and  its  blue  often  of  a  peculiar  tinge  ;  but  the  dif- 
ference, in  this  respect,  between  it  and  our  own  is  not  so  great  as 
many  imagine. 

Genoa  has  been  regarded  from  time  immemorial  as  the  most 
celebrated  of  all  Italian  cities,  for  the  beauty  of  its  women.  In 
that  city  I  resided  nearly  six  months,  and  mingled  freely  in  every 
class  of  society.  Being  an  invited  guest  to  all  the  large  assem- 
blies and  soirees  of  the  nobility,  I  had  every  opportunity  of  seeing  its 
society  in  its  most  brilliant  coloring.  I  shall  never  forget  my  disap- 
pointment at  the  first  great  soiree  I  attended.  I  expected  to  be  daz- 
zled by  the  array  of  beauty,  as  it  was  given  by  the  highest  officer 
of  the  city,  but  did  not  see  but  one  really  pretty  woman  during  the 
evening.  It  is  rather  singular  also  that  those  who  have  the  repu- 
tation of  being  beauties,  among  the  Italians,  usually  have  the  light 
hair  and  eyes  and  fair  skin  of  the  Saxon  race ;  indeed  the  most 
beautiful  women  I  have  seen  here  have  been  English  women.  My 
taste  may  not  be  correct,  but  there  is  a  character  in  the  expression 
of  an  English  woman's  face  that  you  look  for  in  vain  in  an  Italian. 
It  has  also,  a  half  proud  look,  which  I  like,  although  it  gives  a 
coldness  to  her  manner. 

At  the  casinos  in  this  country,  1  have  often  met  the  entire  beauty 
of  the  upper  classes  of  the  city ;  and  although  certainly  many 
very  pretty  women  were  present,  yet  the  average  of  beauty  was 
low.  With  fourteen  rooms  thrown  open,  and  all  so  crowded  that 
one  could  hardly  move,  one  would  expect  some  beauty  in  any 
city,  and  he  finds  it  here  ;  but  I  am  quite  sure  if  national  beauty  is 
worth  being  proud  of,  we  can  boast  over  Italy — that  is,  in  our 
women ;  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much  of  the  men.  It  is  not  so  easy 
to  decide  on  the  peasantry ;  they  differ  so  much  in  different  prov- 
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inces.  Sometimes  you  may  travel  all  day  and  see  nothing  but 
the  ugliest  faces,  and  you  wonder  how  nature  could  have  gone  so 
awry  in  every  instance ;  and  then  again  in  another  province  you 
see  at  every  step  the  beautiful  eye  and  lash,  and  flexible  brow, 
and  laughing  face  of  your  true  Italian  beauty. 

In  form  the  Italians  excel  us.  Larger,  fuller,  they  naturally 
acquire  a  finer  gait  and  bearing.  It  is  astonishing  that  our  ladies 
should  persist  in  that  ridiculous  notion  that  a  small  waist  is,  and, 
per  necessita,  must  be  beautiful.  Why,  many  an  Italian  woman 
would  cry  for  vexation,  if  she  possessed  such  a  waist  as  some  of 
our  ladies  acquire,  only  by  the  longest,  painfullest  process.  I 
have  sought  the  reason  of  this  difference,  and  can  see  no  other 
than  that  the  Italians  have  their  glorious  statuary  continually  be- 
fore them,  as  models ;  and  hence  endeavor  to  assimilate  them- 
selves to  them  ;  whereas  our  fashionables  have  no  models  except 
those  French  stuffed  figures  in  the  windows  of  milliners'  shops. 
Why,  if  an  artist  should  presume  to  make  a  statue  with  the  shape 
that  seems  to  be  regarded  with  us  as  the  perfection  of  harmionious 
proportion,  he  would  be  laughed  out  of  the  city.  It  is  a  standing 
objection  against  the  taste  of  our  women  the  world  over,  that  they 
v/ill  practically  assert  that  a  French  milliner  understands  how 
they  should  be  made  better  than  Nature  herself. 

It  is  the  manners  of  the  Italians,  which  is  the  real  cause 
of  the  preferetice  given  them  by  all  travellers.  This  alone 
makes  an  immense  difference  between  an  Italian  and  an  Ameri- 
can city.  Broadway,  with  all  its  array  of  beauty,  never  inclines 
one  to  be  lively  and  merry.  The  ladies  (the  men  are  worse 
of  course)  seem  to  have  come  out  for  any  other  purpose  than 
to  enjoy  themselves.  Their  whole  demeanor  is  like  one  sit- 
ting for  his  portrait.  Everything  is  just  as  it  should  be,  to  be 
looked  at.  Every  lady  wears  a  serious  face,  and  the  whole 
throng  is  like  a  stiff  country  party.  The  ladies  here,  on  the 
contrary,  go  out  to  be  merry,  and  it  is  one  perpetual  chatter 
and  laugh  on  the  public  promenades.  The  movements  are  all 
different,  and  the  very  air  seems  gay.  I  never  went  down  Broad- 
way at  the  promenade  hour  alone  with  the  blues,  without  coming 
back  feeling  bluer,  while  I  never  returned  from  a  public  prome- 
nade in  Italy  without  rubbing  my  hands,  saying  to  myself,  "  Well, 
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this  must  be  a  very  comfortable  world,  after  all,  for  people  do 
enjoy  themselves  in  it  amazingly."  This  difference  is  still  more 
perceptible  on  personal  acquaintance.  An  Italian  lady  never  sits 
and  utters  common-places  with  freezing  formality.  She  is  more 
flexible,  and,  indeed,  if  the  truth  must  be  said,  better  natured  and 
happier  than  too  many  of  my  countrywomen.  She  is  not  on  the 
keen  look-out  lest  she  should  fail  to  frown  every  time  propriety 
demands. 

There  is  no  country  in  the  world  where  woman  is  so  worship- 
ped, and  allowed  to  have  her  own  way  as  in  America,  and  yet 
there  is  no  country  where  she  is  so  ungrateful  for  the  place  and 
power  she  occupies.  Have  you  never  in  Broadway,  when  the 
omnibus  was  full,  stepped  out  into  the  rain  to  let  a  lady  take  your 
place,  which  she  most  unhesitatingly  did,  and  with  an  indiffer- 
ence in  her  manner  as  if  she  considered  it  the  merest  trifle  in  the 
world  you  had  done  ?  How  cold  and  heartless  her  "  thank  ye," 
if  she  gave  one  !  Dickens  makes  the  same  remark  with  regard 
to  stage-coaches — so  does  Hamilton.  Now,  do  such  a  favor  for 
an  Italian  lady,  and  you  would  be  rewarded  with  one  of  the 
sweetest  smiles  that  ever  brightened  on  a  human  countenance.  I 
do  not  go  on  the  principle  that  a  mian  must  always  expect  a  re- 
ward for  his  good  deeds ;  yet,  when  I  have  had  my  kindest  offices 
as  a  stranger,  received  as  if  I  were  almost  suspected  of  making 
improper  advances,  I  have  felt  there  was  little  pleasure  in  being 
civil.  The  "  grazie,  Signore,"  and  smile  with  which  an  Italian 
rewards  the  commonest  civility,  would  make  the  plainest  woman 
appear  handsome  in  the  eyes  of  a  foreigner. 

They  also  become  more  easily  animated,  till  they  make  it  all 
sunlight  around  them.  They  never  tire  you  with  the  same  mo- 
notonous aspect,  but  yield  in  tone  and  look  to  the  passing  thought, 
whether  it  be  sad  or  mirthful ;  and  then  they  are  so  free  from  all 
formality,  and  so  sensitively  careful  of  your  feelings.  I  shall 
never  forget  one  of  the  first  acquaintances  I  made  in  Italy.     I 

was  at  the  Marquis  of 's  one  evening,  conversing  with  some 

gentlemen,  when  the  Marquis  came  up  and  said,  "  Come,  let  me 
introduce  you  to  a  beautiful  lady" — indeed  she  was  the  most 
beautiful  Italian  woman  I  had  ever  seen.  I  declined,  saying  I 
did  not  understand  the  Italian  language  well  enough  to  converse 
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with  so  brilliant  a  creature,  "  for  you  know  (said  I)  one  wants  to 
say  very  clever  things  in  such  a  case,  and  a  blunder  would  be 
crucifying."  "  Pooh,  pooh,"  said  he,  "  come  along" — and  taking 
me  by  the  shoulders  led  me  along,  and  forced  me  down  into  a 
chair  by  her  side,  saying,  "  Now  talk."  If  she  had  been  half 
as  much  disconcerted  as  I  was,  I  should  have  blundered  beyond 
redemptioEi :  but  the  good-natured  laugh  with  which  she  regarded 
the  Marquis's  performance  entirely  restored  my  confidence,  and  I 
stumbled  along  in  the  Italian  for  half  an  hour,  without  her  ever 
giving  the  least  intimation,  by  look  or  word,  that  I  did  not  speak 
it  with  perfect  propriety. 

This  same  naivete  of  manner  extends  itself  everywhere.  If 
you  meet  a  beautiful  peasant  girl,  and  bow  to  her,  instead  of  re- 
senting it  as  an  insult,  she  shows  a  most  brilliant  set  of  teeth,  and 
laughs  in  the  most  perfect  good  humor.  As  I  was  once  coming 
down  from  Mount  Vesuvius,  I  passed  an  Italian  lady  with  her 
husband,  who  by  their  attendants  I  took  for  persons  of  distinction. 
I  had  an  immense  stick  in  my  hand,  with  which  I  had  descended 
into  the  crater.  As  I  rode  slowly  by,  she  turned  to  me  in  the 
pleasantest  manner,  and  said,  "  Ha  un  grand  bastone,  signore " 
(you  have  got  a  large  cane,  sir).  I  certainly  did  not  respect  her 
less  for  her  "  forwardness  ! !"  (civility),  but  on  the  contrary  felt 
I  would  have  gone  any  length  to  have  served  her. 

Indeed,  this  same  freedom  from  the  ridiculous  frigidity,  which 
in  my  country  is  thought  an  indispensable  safeguard  to  virtue,  is 
found  everywhere  in  Europe.  It  has  given  me,  when  a  solitary 
stranger,  many  a  happy  hour  on  the  Rhine,  and  on  the  Mediter- 
ranean. In  my  late  passage  from  Civita  Vecchia  to  Naples  in  a 
steamer,  I  met  an  instance  of  this,  in  the  Russian  baron  and  lady, 
and  the  pretty  young  Finlandess  his  niece.  I  forgot  to  mention 
the  manner  in  which  our  acquaintance  commenced.  The  old 
gentleman  and  his  niece  were  sitting  on  deck  enjoying  the  moon- 
light, and  looking  off  on  the  shores  of  Italy  and  the  islands  past 
which  we  were  speeding  like  a  spirit ;  while  I  was  slowly  pacing 
backwards  and  forwards,  thinking  now  of  the  sky  I  was  under, 
and  now  of  the  far  home  on  which  a  colder  moonlight  was  sleep- 
ing, when  the  old  baron  pleasantly  accosted  me,  and  we  slid  off 
into  an  easy  conversation.     Soon  after  he  went  into  the  cabin  a 
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short  time,  when,  passing  by  the  Finlandess,  she  addressed  me  so 
pleasantly  and  lady-like,  that  I  was  perfectly  charmed  with  her 
civility.  Ah,  said  I  to  myself,  a  solitary  stranger  would  have 
promenaded  the  deck  of  a  vessel  in  my  fatherland  long,  before 
one  of  my  beautiful  countrywomen  would  have  uttered  a  word 
to  cheer  him,  and  make  him  long  after  bless  her  in  his  heart. 

The  Italian  has  another  attraction  peculiar  to  the  beings  of 
warm  climes — she  possesses  deeper  emotions  than  those  of  colder 
latitudes,  while  she  has  less  power  to  conceal  them.  The  dark 
eye  flashes  out  its  love  or  its  hatred  as  soon  as  felt ;  and  in  its 
intense  and  passionate  gaze  is  an  eloquence  that  thrills  deeper 
than  any  language.  She  is  a  being  all  passion,  w^hich  gives 
poetry  to  her  movements,  looks,  and  words.  It  has  made  her 
land  the  land  of  song,  and  herself  an  object  of  interest  the  world 
over.  A  beautiful  eye  and  eyebrow  are  more  frequently  met 
here  than  at  home.  The  brow  is  peculiarly  beautiful — ^not  merely 
from  its  regularity,  but  singular  flexibility.  It  will  laugh  of  itself, 
and  the  slight  arch  always  heralds  and  utters  beforehand  the 
piquant  thing  the  tongue  is  about  to  utter ;  and  then  she  laughs 
so  sweetly  !  Your  Italian  knows  how  to  laugh,  and,  by  the  way, 
she  knows  how  to  walk,  which  an  American  lady  does  not.  An 
American  walks  better  than  an  English  woman,  who  steps  like  a 
grenadier,  but  still  she  walks  badly.  Her  movements  lack  grace, 
ease,  and  naturalness. 

Yet  notwithstanding  all  this,  beauty  of  face  is  more  common  at 
home  than  here.  I  will  not  speak  of  moral  qualities,  for  here  the 
"  dark-eyed  beauty  "  of  Italy  must  lose  in  comparison  ;  and,  in- 
deed, with  all  her  passionate  nature,  she  is  not  capable  of  so 
lasting  affection  as  an  American.  It  is  fiercer,  wilder,  but  more 
changeable. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XIX. 

Islands  about  Naples — Virgil's  Scenes,  &c. 

Naples,  April. 

De4R  E.-  -I  designed  to  have  given  one  letter  on  the  Islands 
around  Naples,  and  another  on  the  ruins  that  cover  the  ground 
that  Virgil  has  made  so  classic.  But  really  Virgil  never  was  my 
admiration ;  and  his  River  Styx,  and  Acheron,  and  Sea  of  the 
Dead,  and  Avernus,  and  above  all,  his  Elysian  Fields,  are  such 
entire  creations  of  the  imagination  that  I  cannot  with  a  sober  face 
speak  of  them  with  the  dignity  that  the  scholar  asks.  So  one  let- 
ter must  answer  for  the  whole  region.  The  truth  is,  Styx  cannot 
be  found,  and  Avernus  is  but  a  fish-pond,  and  the  Elysian  Fields 
a  little  bank  that  was  once  used  for  a  Cemetery.  Yet  when  I 
came  to  see  these  localities  of  Virgil's  ^neid,  I  had  a  greater  re- 
spect for  him  than  ever  before.  He  had  more  imagination  than 
I  gave  him  credit  for.  It  is  not  every  one  that  could  gather  two 
vvorlds  and  the  passage  between  them  into  so  narrow  and  ordi- 
nary a  place.  The  truth  is,  this  region  was  the  resort  of  the 
Emperors,  and  Philosophers,  and  Poets  of  Rome,  in  their  leisure 
hours.  On  this  beautiful  shore  they  built  villas  and  temples,  and 
adorned  every  hill-top,  and  made  every  glen  and  pool  mysterious 
by  the  gods  and  nymphs  they  gathered  around  them.  Vii'gil 
wrote  for  royal  ears,  and  hence  chose  a  spot  that  would  flattei 
those  whose  favor  he  sought. 

Near  by  is  the  ancient  Cumae,  the  Temple  of  Apollo,  where 
Dsedalus  alighted  in  his  winged  flight  from  Crete  ;  and,  right  be- 
low, the  shore  where  ^neas  drew  up  his  ships,  and  the  very  cave 
to  which  he  ascended  to  consult  the  Cumsean  Sybil.  Here  Tar- 
quinius  Superbus  found  an  asylum,  and  here,  long  after,  Alaric 
piled  his  spoils.  The  whole  shore  and  hill-side  is  covered  with 
ruined  temples  dedicated  to  Venus,  Apollo,  Mercury,  Diana,  &c. 

0 
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Once  this  shore  must  have  been  a  picture.     Two  things  interested 
me  more  than  all  others,  as  they  were  not  fictions  of  the  imagina- 
tion : — One  was  a  view  from  the  top  of  the  Sybil's  Cave,  of  the 
Tomb  of  Scipio  Africanus,  standing  "  solitary  and  alone"  on  the 
far  sea-shore.     Thither  in  pride  and  scorn  the  old  hero  retired, 
and  died  and  was  buried.     It  is  close  on  the  beach,  all  alone, 
looking  proudly  desolate.     The  sea  murmurs  around  it,  and  the 
night-tempest  howls  by — making  the  only  dirge  that  is  chanted 
over  the  proud  chieftain.     The  other  was  the  harbor  of  Misenum. 
As  I  stood  on  the  summit  of  the  hill  that  overlooked  the  now 
ruined  and  desolate  harbor,  on  which  not  even  a  fisher's  boat  was 
moored,  with  here  and  there  an  arch  just  rising  from  the  water, 
where  an  earthquake  had  tumbled  it,  it  did  not  seem  possible  that 
there  the  Roman  fleet  was  wont  to  ride  in  its  glory.     Yet  it  was 
anchored  here,  commanded  by  Pliny  the  elder,  at  the  time  of  the 
eruption  of  Vesuvius  that  buried  Pompeii.     In  this  very  harbor 
occurred  a  scene  that  well-nigh  changed  the  destinies  of  the 
World.     Right  below  me,  on  that  quiet,  unconscious  sheet  of 
water,  now  so  lonely-looking  and  desolate,  sat  once  the  galley  of 
Sextus  Pompeius,  and  on  board  of  it  Octavius  Csesar  and  Antony 
at  dinner.     Light  as  a  sea-bird  she  sat  on  the  wave,  while  those 
master-spirits  discussed  together  the  fate  of  the  World.     During 
dinner,  Pompey's  Admiral,  formerly  his  slave,  whom  he  had  freed 
and  honored,  came  and  whispered  in  his  ear — ''  Shall  I  cut  the 
cable  and  make  you  master  of  the  World  .?"     "  Why  did  you  not 
do  so  without  asking  me  ?"  answered  Pompeius.     "  My  word  is 
now  given,  and  I  must  abide  by  it."     One  good  stroke  of  the 
knife  then  would  have  changed  the  fate  of  Rome  and  the  World. 
On  that  single  rope  hung  immense  destinies,  and  the  fingers  were 
already  feeling  the  handle  of  the  knife  that  should  sever  it.     On 
a  rope  did  I  say  1     On  a  lighter  thing  than  that :  on  a  marl's 
word  !     Poor  man  !  he  would  do  a  thousand  lies  to  gain  a  trifling 
object,  but  yet  would  not  utter  one  aloud  in  the  ears  of  the  World 
for  an  Empire.     Ah  !    methinks  after  all,  that  fear  of  human 
scorn  had  more  to  do  with  the  holding  of  that  rope  than  sense  of 
obligation.     To  ordinary  men  princes  may  utter  what  falsehoods 
they  please.     Mere  will  is  holier  than  obligation,  and  the  bare 
questioning  the  right  by  others  is  bolder  than  their  own  violation 
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of  it.  Pompeius  could  deceive,  and  rob,  and  slay  the  mass  by- 
thousands  ;  but  deliberately  to  lie  to  great  Cassar,  and  turn  dark 
traitor  at  his  own  table,  would  be  an  act  at  which  the  World 
would  cry  out  "  Shame." 

"  Ah,  this  thou  should'st  have  done, 
And  not  have  spoke  on't !     In  me  'tis  villainy  ; 
In  thee  it  had  been  good  sen'ice.     Thou  must  know, 
'Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honor ; 
Mine  honor,  it.     Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betrayed  thine  act :  Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now." 

This  queer  distinction  in  morals  must  have  puzzled  old  Menas 
sadly,  and  we  wonder  he  did  not  immediately  add,  "  Never  mind, 
Pompey,  I'll  never  tell  any  one  you  knew  any  thing  about  it ;  so 
here  goes  the  rope."  And  yet  we  do  not  exactly  see  how  Pompey 
could  have  reconciled  it  with  his  delicate  conscience  to  have 
killed  his  guests  after  he  had  got  out  to  sea,  even  if  the  rope  had 
been  cut  without  his  knowledge. 

The  Sybil's  Cave  is  not  so  much  of  a  sham.  The  extent  of 
this  grotto  or  cavern  is  unknown ;  but  doubtless  the  whole  moun- 
tain is  bored  through,  and  was  used  formerly  as  a  means  of  com- 
munication between  different  portions  of  these  ancient  strong- 
holds. From  the  side  that  looks  directly  on  the  sea,  and  near 
where  .^neas  landed,  one  sees  but  little  of  the  immense  cavern 
that  dives  into  the  mountain.  Our  guide,  however,  lighted  his 
torches,  and  led  us  through  long  and  dark  passages  until  the  ruins 
blocked  the  arches  and  stopped  our  progress.  The  entrance  from 
the  other  side  of  the  hill  is  on  the  shore  of  Virgil's  Tartarus.  A 
beautifully  shaded  walk  leads  to  it,  which  opens  dark  and  gloom- 
ily  in  the  mountain.  Here  our  torches  were  again  lighted,  and 
we  entered  from  the  shores  of  the  very  same  Tartarus  where 
jEneas  entered  in  his  '  descensus  facile^  into  hell.  You  pass 
along  a  level  gallery  for  some  time  illuminated  only  by  the  glare 
of  your  torches,  and  then  reach  an  abrupt  descent  into  a  dark 
and  narrow  passage.  My  guide  here  put  the  torch  into  my  hand 
and  bade  me  mount.  Holding  it  in  one  hand  and  grasping  his 
neck  with  the  other,  I  mounted  his  brawny  shoulders,  and  the 
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next  moment  found  my  feet  dragging  through  the  water.  My 
torch  would  light  up  here  and  there  a  projecting  point  of  rock, 
and  fling  its  red  light  on  the  black-smeared  visage  of  the  fellow 
that  carried  me,  till  I  began  to  think  I  really  was  on  the  road  to 
the  lower  world  and  had  fairly  straddled  the  Devil's  neck.  We 
soon  emerged  into  a  room  half  filled  with  water,  which  we  went 
splashing  through  into  another,  on  the  farther  side  of  which  my 
grim  carrier  set  me  down  on  a  flight  of  steps  that  rose  from  the 
water.  I  really  began  to  suspect,  as  I  stood  and  gazed  ofl"  into 
the  darkness  and  saw  the  reflection  of  the  light,  now  on  the  arch- 
ed cavern,  and  now  on  the  water,  that  Virgil  was  dealing  some- 
what in  facts  when  he  described  this  road  to  the  Infernal  World. 
Indeed,  I  should  not  have  been  surprised  to  have  heard  the  bark 
of  old  Cerberus  or  the  roar  of  the  Cocytus. 

In  another  chamber  decorated  with  Mosaics,  are  what  are 
termed  the  Sybil's  Baths,  and  also  little  recesses  in  which  the 
guide  said  she  was  accustomed  to  cool  herself  after  her  warm 
ablutions.  Coming  from  a  land  of  steamboats  and  railroads, 
where  everything  is  practical  and  real,  it  seemed  odd  enough  to 
hear  men  run  over  these  traditions  as  matters  of  fact.  Before 
you  are  aware,  you  find  yourself  following  the  narrator  as  if  he 
were  relating  real  occurrences  ;  and,  as  he  points  out  the  particu- 
lar localities  and  relates  some  incident  belonging  to  each,  you  for 
the  moment  believe  him.  Being  all  told  in  a  foreign  tongue,  and 
that  Italian,  adds  to  the  delusion :  and  I  found  myself  looking 
into  the  baths,  where  the  beautiful  limbs  of  the  Sybil  reposed,  and 
around  on  her  chambers,  as  if  it  all  were  a  fact  and  not  a  fiction. 
But  when  I  was  shown  the  narrow  hole  into  which  she  crawled 
to  cool  herself  after  the  bath,  the  beautiful  vision  vanished.  This 
was  too  much  for  even  my  imagination  ;  and  I  roused  the  echoes 
of  the  Sybil's  home  by  one  of  those  long  and  hearty  laughs  that 
does  the  soul  good.  My  cicerone  had  run  on  with  increasing 
volubility,  distancing  Virgil  miles  out  of  sight,  and  adding  such 
notes  and  comments  on  the  way  as  would  have  staggered  the 
poet  to  have  heard.  As  he  waved  the  torch  to  and  fro,  and 
splashed  the  water  around  him,  he  saw  my  eyes  glaring  on  him 
like  one  completely  gulled — as  I  most  assuredly  was  for  the  time, 
though  not  by  him  so  much  as   by  my  own    imagination — and. 
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taking  the  hint,  he  *  piled  up  the  marvels,'  as  a  Western  man 
would  say,  '  a  little  too  high.'  My  hearty,  incredulous  laugh 
acted  like  a  condenser  on  his  steam,  and  he  began  to  mistrust  I 
was  a  sensible  man.  He  stopped  short,  and  asked  if  I  did  not 
wish  to  mount. 

An  English  lady  had  entered  as  far  as  one  could  without  being 
carried,  and,  impelled  by  a  woman's  curiosity,  asked  to  be  taken 
into  the  Sybil's  chambers.  Without  thinking  how  she  was  to  be 
carried,  she  was  just  adjusting  her  dress,  when  the  guide,  stooping 
down,  suddenly  inserted  her  carefully  astraddle  of  his  neck,  and 
plunged  into  the  water.  The  squeal  that  followed  would  have 
frightened  all  the  sybils  of  the  mountains  out  of  their  grottoes.  It 
was  too  late,  however,  to  retreat ; — the  passage  was  too  narrow 
to  turn  round  in,  and  she  was  compelled  to  enter  the  first  cham- 
ber before  she  could  be  relieved  from  her  predicament.  When 
she  came  again  into  the  open  day-light,  a  more  astonished  and 
pitiable  looking  object  I  never  beheld.  Her  elegant  bonnet  was 
blackened  and  crushed,  and  she  stood  fingering  it  with  an  absent 
look,  uttering  now  and  then  an  expression  of  horror  at  what  she 
nad  passed  through. 

This  entire  shore  is  a  heap  of  ruins,  and  each  ruin  a  history. 

Fagged  out  and  weary  as  ever,  we  drove  slowly  home  in  the 
iTiild  evening  air. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XX. 


A  Visit  to  Salerno — Ruins  of  Paestum. 


Salerno,  April,  1843 

Dear  E. — I  have  just  returned  from  Psestum.  My  New  York 
friends  and  myself  made  a  party,  and,  selecting  a  beautiful  morn- 
ing, started  for  the  deserted  city.  Our  road  lay  for  many  miles 
along  the  Bay,  that  spread  away  brightly  in  the  morning  sun, 
and  through  the  towns  that  skirt  the  base  of  Vesuvius,  and  along 
the  barren  lava-tract  near  Pompeii,  and  finally  opened  into  the 
cultivated  plains, — when  we  trotted  quietly  oif  towards  Salerno. 
Vineyards  came  up  to  the  i^oad  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  in- 
terspersed with  open  cultivated  grounds,  in  Avhich  the  peasants,  in 
their  picturesque  costume,  were  gaily  at  work.  The  vines  in 
this  region  are  trained  on  tall  poplars,  that  give  the  vineyards  the 
appearance  of  a  wood,  and  do  not  produce  so  fine  an  effect  as 
those  farther  north.  The  fields  being  without  fences  have  an 
open  look,  and  the  mingling  ot  men  and  women  togethei  in  their 
cultivation  give  them  a  chequered  appearance,  and  render  them 
very  picturesque.  In  the  middle  of  a  large  green  wheat-field 
would  be  a  group  of  men  and  women  weeding  the  grain,  the  red 
petticoats  and  blue  spencers  of  the  latter  contrasting  beautifully 
with  the  color  of  the  fields.  In  one  plat  of  ground  I  saw  a  team 
and  a  mode  of  ploughing  quite  unique,  yet  withal  very  simple. 
The  earth  was  soft  as  if  already  broken  up,  and  needed  only  a 
little  mellowing.  To  effect  this,  a  man  had  harnessed  his  wife  to 
a  plough,  which  she  dragged  to  and  fro  with  all  the  patience  of 
an  ox,  he  the  mean  time  holding  it  behind,  as  if  he  had  been  ac- 
customed to  drive  and  she  to  go.  This  was  literally  "  ploughing 
with  the  heifer."  She,  with  a  strap  around  her  breast,  leaning 
gently  forward,  and  he,  bowed  over  the  plough  behind,  presented 
a  most  curious  picture  in  the  middle  of  a  field.  The  plough  here 
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is  a  very  simple  instrument,  having  but  one  handle  and  no  share, 
but  in  its  place  a  pointed  piece  of  wood,  sometimes  shod  with  iron, 
projecting  forward  like  a  spur,  and  merely  passes  through  the 
ground  like  a  sharp-pointed  stick,  without  turning  a  smooth  fur- 
row like  our  own. 

As  we  approached  the  Mountains  the  scenery  changed  and  as- 
sumed a  wilder  and  more  varied  aspect.  We  stopped  at  Nocera, 
a  place  founded  it  is  supposed  by  the  Pelasgi — once  taken  by  the 
Saracens,  and  once  bravely  and  successfully  defended  against 
Hannibal.  Here  is  an  old  Cathedral,  about  which  antiquarians 
have  differed  much ;  and  the  only  safe  result  finally  reached  is, 
that  it  is  of  great  antiquity,  and  whether  originally  a  Church  or 
not,  was  built  when  Nocera  was  a  far  richer  and  more  important 
place.  A  small  collection  of  houses  is  near  it,  from  which 
swarmed  children  and  young  women  to  beg  for  a  few  grani. 
Though  dirty  and  ragged,  their  features  were  much  finer  than 
those  near  Naples.  You  would  have  laughed  to  have  seen  me 
fairly  blocked  in  by  babies  and  urchins,  and  young  women 
clamoring  for  money.  Wishing  to  look  in  their  houses  to  see 
how  they  lived,  I  scattered  some  small  change  among  them, 
which  immediately  made  them  my  warm  friends ;  and  the  invita- 
tions I  had  to  their  dwellings,  especAallj  from  those  who  had  not 
yet  received  any  money,  were  excessively  warm  and  urgent.  I 
walked  into  one  house  from  which  I  had  seen  no  one  come  forth 
to  beg.  In  the  centre  of  the  room  was  a  cradle  with  a  sick  infant 
in  it,  while  the  mother  sat  at  the  side  of  it  at  work.  She  was  a 
fine-looking  woman,  and  seemed  quite  superior  to  the  herd  that 
dogged  my  footsteps.  She  looked  up  as  I  entered,  and  muttered 
something  of  my  impoliteness.  I  thought  she  was  about  half 
right  ]  but  stepping  up  to  the  cradle,  I  inquired  after  the  child 
and  laid  some  money  in  its  hand.  Mercy  !  what  a  change  !  The 
sullen  look  with  which  she  had  greeted  me  passed  away,  and  she 
addressed  me  with  all  the  blandness  of  an  Italian  woman.  But 
oh  !  what  dwellings  for  human  beings  !  I  have  been  into  the 
quarterings  of  slaves  at  the  South,  but  they  are  comfortable  apart- 
ments compared  with  these.  A  miserable  bed  and  an  old  loom, 
with  a  few  chickens  and  a  pig,  complete  the  entire  furniture.  1 
passed  in  and  out  followed  by  the  same  ragged  gang,  till  all  at 
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once  it  occurred  to  me  that  these  beggars  were  in  general  note 
rious  thieves.  I  had,  as  I  supposed,  a  note-book  in  my  coat- 
pocket  which  closed  like  a  pocket-book,  and  hence  presented  a 
strong  temptation  for  a  thief.  I  immediately  put  my  hand  behind 
me  and  found  it  was  gone.  I  was  enraged  at  their  ingratitude. 
There  I  had  been  talking  good  naturedly,  and  scattering  money 
among  the  ragged,  vermin-covered  little  thieves,  and  they  had  re- 
warded me  with  stealing  my  note-book.  I  mustered  my  best 
Italian  and  abused  them  as  a  gang  of  ungrateful  pickpockets. 
They  looked  quite  astonished  and  innocent,  and  seemed  willing 
and  ardent  to  find  the  lost  property.  Knowing  the  frequent  cases 
of  robbery,  it  did  not  once  occur  to  me  that  I  might  have  left  the 
thing  behind ;  and,  conscious  that  as  soon  as  they  had  opened  it 
they  would  find  it  valueless,  I  offered  a  reward  for  its  return. 
Men  and  women  ran  to  and  fro  screaming  to  one  another,  and 
then  returned  to  report  progress,  which  was  always  '  non  si  trova,^ 
(not  found).  Our  driver  exerted  himself  most  patiently,  until  I 
finally  called  him  back  and  told  him  to  drive  on.  As  he  mounted 
the  box,  he  knocked  up  his  cap  on  one  side,  and  scratching  his 
head  with  a  most  knowing  look,  said  : — "  I  will  bet  my  head  you 
have  left  it  at  home,  for  these  people  dare  not  steal."  There  was 
no  more  to  be  said  on  the  subject ;  and  I  confess  that  just  that 
moment  I  remembered  I  had  taken  it  out  of  my  pocket  in  the 
office  of  the  hotel  as  we  were  starting  off,  to  write  a  note  to  our 
Consul,  and  it  was  at  least  possible  I  had  left  it  behind.  The 
thought,  I  acknowledge,  did  not  please  me  much,  and  I  would 
have  given  a  little  to  know  I  had  not  wronged  the  beggars. 

I  however  soon  forgot  it  all  in  the  glorious  scenery  that  sur- 
rounded us.  Woods,  rocks,  vineyards,  streams,  castles,  convents 
and  watch-towers  were  scattered  on  every  side.  Now  a  sweet 
village  lay  nestling  under  a  dark-browed  hill ;  and  now  a  ruined 
castle  stood  out  in  bold  relief  against  the  sky,  perched  on  an  al- 
most inaccessible  peak,  around  which,  in  the  old  lawless  times, 
had  been  many  a  fierce  struggle.  Here  we  passed  a  solitary 
house  peeping  out  from  a  mass  of  foliage  in  the  side  of  the  moun- 
tain, with  a  little  rivulet  brawling  by  it ;  and  there  saw  the  spire 
of  a  church  shooting  up  behind  a  crag  on  the  very  summit  of  a 
high,  bald  mountain — placed  in  that  eagle-like  spot  to  be  half- 
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way  between  two  little  villages  that  lay  scattered  on  either  side 
below.  The  path  to  it  wound  and  wound  up  and  along  the  bar- 
ren mass,  until  it  finally  dropped  into  the  bosom  of  the  church, 
whose  bell,  every  Sabbath  morning,  woke  the  sleeping  echoes 
around  those  villages  to  call  their  inhabitants  to  their  mountain 
worship.  A  little  farther  on,  we  passed  nearly  over  a  village, 
the  spires  of  whose  churches  barely  rose  to  our  carriage-wheels. 
Over  the  ravine  that  led  into  the  town  was  a  slender  foot-bridge, 
from  the  farther  end  of  which  a  narrow  path  commenced  and 
went  straggling  up  the  hill,  and  finally  dropping  over  the  ridge, 
was  lost  from  view.  I  inquired  where  it  went,  and  was  told  to  a 
little  village  perched  on  the  farther  side  that  looked  down  on  the 
sea.  A  few  more  turns  and  the  beautiful  Bay  of  Salerno  opened 
to  view, — blue,  quiet  and  mild  as  heaven.  Its  natural  beauties 
are  almost,  if  not  quite,  equal  to  those  of  Naples.  We  had 
hardly  driven  into  the  yard  of  our  hotel  before  the  usual  retinue 
of  beggars  was  behind  us. 

In  bargaining  for  our  meals  and  rooms,  everything  was  so 
reasonable  that  we  could  not  complain  ;  and  for  once  I  did  not  at- 
tempt to  beat  down  the  landlord.  The  entire  arrangement  of  the 
prices  was  always  left  to  me  in  travelling,  and  I  had  acquired 
quite  a  reputation  in  dickering  with  the  thieving  Italian  landlords 
and  vetturini.  We  made  the  man  specify  the  dishes  he  would 
give  us ;  and  among  other  things  he  mentioned  an  English  pud- 
ding. This  required  some  discussion  ;  but  we  finally  concluded 
not  to  trust  an  Italian  in  Salerno  with  such  a  dish,  and  had  its 
place  supplied  with  something  else.  He  promised  enough ;  and 
I  was  turning  away  quite  satisfied,  when  my  friends  slyly  hinted 
at  my  principle,  never  to  close  a  bargain  with  an  Italian  on  his 
own  terms.  It  wouldn't  do  to  lose  my  reputation  ;  and  so  turning 
round,  I  very  gravely  said : — "  I  suppose  you  will  throw  in  the 
English  pudding."  He  as  gravely  and  with  blandness  replied  : 
— "  Oh,  yes."  A  peal  of  laughter  closed  the  contract  and  we 
strolled  out  to  see  the  town.  The  mountains  rise  directly  over  it, 
on  the  cragged  summit  of  which  stands  an  old  fortress.  Salerno 
is  an  old  town,  and  once  boasted  one  of  the  most  celebrated  Med- 
ical Schools  of  Italy.  Its  Cathedral  also  has  some  rich  orna- 
ments ;  but  its  great  beauty  is  its  Bay.     We  returned  to  our  ho- 
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tel,  and,  sitting  down  on  a  balcony  that  overlooked  it,  drank  in 
the  fresh  evening  air,  and  feasted  on  the  quiet  beauty  of  the 
scene.  The  sun  went  down  over  Amalfi,  pencilling  with  its  last 
beams  the  distant  mountains  that  curved  into  the  sea  beyond 
Psestum.  Along  the  beach,  on  which  the  ripples  were  laying 
their  lips  with  a  gentle  murmur,  a  group  of  soldiers  in  their  gay 
uniform  v,-as  strolling,  waking  the  drowsy  echoes  of  evening  with 
their  stirring  bugle-notes.  The  music  was  sweet ;  and  at  such 
an  hour,  in  such  a  scene  doubly  so.  They  wandered  carelessly 
along,  now  standing  on  the  very  edge  of  the  sand  where  the  rip- 
ples died,  and  now  hidden  from  sight  behind  some  projecting  point 
where  the  sound  confined,  and  thrown  back,  came  faint  and  dis- 
tant on  the  ear,  till  emerging  again  into  view,  the  martial  strain 
swelled  out  in  triumphant  notes  till  the  rocks  above  and  around 
were  alive  with  echoes.  It  was  a  dreamy  hour ;  and  just  then, 
as  if  on  purpose  to  glorify  the  whole,  the  full  moon  rose  up  over 
the  sea  and  poured  its  flood  of  light  over  the  waters,  tipping  every 
ripple  with  silver,  and  making  the  whole  beach,  where  the  v/ater 
touched  it,  a  chain  of  pearls.  One  by  one  my  friends  had  drop- 
ped away  to  their  rooms  till  I  was  left  alone.  I  felt  that  "  night, 
most  glorious  night,"  was  not  sent  for  slumber.  Every  vagrant 
sound  had  ceased,  except  the  very  faint  murmur  of  the  swell  on 
the  beach.  The  grey  old  mountains  were  looking  down  on  Sa- 
lerno, and  Salerno  on  the  sea ;  and  all  was  quiet  as  night  ever  is 
when  left  alone.  And  yet,  quiet  and  peaceful  as  it  was,  it  had 
been  the  scene  of  stirring  conflicts.  There  were  the  moonbeams 
sleeping  on  the  wall  against  which  Hannibal  had  once  thundered 
with  his  fierce  Africans ;  and  along  that  beach  the  wild  war-cry 
of  the  Saracen  had  rung,  and  women  and  children  lain  in  slaugh- 
tered heaps.  But  the  bold  Saracen  and  bolder  African  had  passed 
away,  while  the  sea  and  the  rocks  remained  the  same.  I  turned 
to  my  couch,  not  wondering  the  poets  of  the  Augustan  age  sang 
so  much  and  so  sweetly  of  Salerno. 

In  the  morning  we  rose  with  the  sun  and  rattled  off  merrily  for 
Psestum,  still  twenty  miles  distant.  For  a  while  we  passed 
through  cultivated  fields,  in  which  were  groups  of  Calabrian  peas- 
ants, dressed  just  as  Salvator  Rosa  has  painted  them.  At  length 
we  entered  on  the  long  and  pestiferous  swamps,  in  the  midst  of 
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which  Paestum  stands,  or  rather  stood.  For  miles  and  miles  i 
was  the  same  dead  level,  with  nothing  to  relieve  the  eye  but  here 
and  there  a  straw  and  mud  hut,  shaped  like  a  bee-hive,  in  which 
the  keepers  live  who  watch  the  herds  driven  here  to  graze ;  and 
the  herds  of  buffaloes  themselves  that  roam  over  the  plain.  Thesa 
buffaloes  are  wild-looking  creatures,  but  tame  as  our  farm-yard 
cattle.  Each  has  its  peculiar  name,  which  it  knows  like  a  dog, 
and  the  overseer  rides  among  them,  calling  to  this  and  that,  as  a 
huntsman  to  his  pack  of  hounds.  We  passed  in  sight  of  the  Royal 
Chateau  and  Hunting- Grounds  of  Persano,  which  seemed  the  only 
fertile  spot  in  sight. 

At  length  the  ancient  Temples  became  visible  in  the  distance, 
and  gradually  brightened  as  we  approached,  till  they  stood  clear 
and  well-defined  in  all  their  naked  grandeur  and  fine  proportions 
against  the  summer-sky.  There  are  but  three  of  them,  Ceres, 
Neptune,  and  the  Basilica,  as  it  is  termed.  I  had  imaged  to  my- 
self crumbling  walls,  falling  arches,  and  masses  of  ruins.  But 
all  such  fragments  had  long  ago  been  melted  by  time  into  the 
common  mass  of  earth ;  and  these  three  naked,  perfect  skeletons 
are  left  standing  alone.  The  roofs  are  fallen  in,  and  yet  you 
scarcely  notice  it  till  you  enter  them.  They  are  all  in  the  form 
of  parallelograms,  composed  entirely  of  columns  with  their  en- 
tablatures. 

After  wandering  through  them  we  went  to  a  stream  near  by, 
whose  petrifying  qualities  formed  the  stone  from  which  the  Temples 
were  reared.  It  is  called  Travertine,  and  still  lines  the  borders 
of  the  stream  in  immense  quantities.  The  peasantry  told  me  it 
still  ])ossessed  this  remarkable  property,  and  that  a  cane  left  in  it 
would  in  six  months  be  converted  into  stone.  We  collected  some 
curious  specimens,  and  returned  to  the  Temple  of  Neptune. 
Here,  on  the  fragment  of  an  old  column,  our  servant  had  spread 
our  "dejeuner  ;"  and  the  mysterious  Past  was  forgotten  in  the 
strong  demands  of  a  keen  appetite.  After  I  had  finished  I  threw 
a  chicken-bone  and  an  orange-peel  to  Neptune,  and  without  wait- 
ing for  the  oracle's  answer,  prepared  to  depart.  The  clouds 
were  fast  gathering  on  the  sky  ; — the  wind  was  increasing,  and 
here  and  there  a  drop  of  rain  admonished  us  to  hasten  away. 
We  reached  here  about  dusk.     The  bells  were  gaily  ringing,  and 
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the  town  was  illuminated,  in  honor  of  the  birth  of  a  Princess  to 
the  Queen  of  Naples.  Lonely,  exhausted,  and  weary,  I  think  of 
you  and  home  to-night,  and  the  wide  sea  that  rolls  between  us. 
But  even  you  grow  dim  under  the  stronger  claims  of  Somnus,  and 
I  throw  down  my  pen  to  creep  to  my  couch. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXI. 

Castellamare — The  Italian — A  Storm  at  Naples,  &c 

Castellamare,  April,  1843. 
Dear  E. — "Castellamare!" — it  is  quite  a  high-sounding  name, 
and  has  doubtless  once  been  an  important*  stronghold,  but  it  is  now 
only  a  small  town.  It  is  interesting  chiefly  as  the  site  of  ancient 
Stabia,  where  once  the  torch  of  civil  war,  under  Scylla,  burned 
high  and  hotly.  It  seems  impossible,  as  one  stands  on  these  vine- 
covered  grounds  of  a  bright  spring-day  and  looks  off  on  so  quiet  a 
scene,  that  war  and  havoc  have  once  ploughed  up  the  very  rocks 
around.  Yet  it  is  true ;  and  what  the  passions  of  men  have  left, 
Vesuvius  has  taken  for  its  prey.  The  storm  of  fire  and  ashes 
that  buried  Pompeii  stooped  also  on  this  town,  and  gave  it  a  buri- 
al-place here  upon  the  rocks  that  overlook  the  sea.  An  old  cas- 
tle still  stands  on  the  edge  of  the  water,  which  once  must  have  been 
impregnable.  There  are  some  mineral  springs  in  the  place,  and 
other  things  of  trifling  importance  which  we  did  not  see.  The 
main  object  of  interest  was  the  view  from  the  heights,  which  we 
mounted  without  the  aid  of  donkeys,  although  pressed  upon  us 
with  surprising  liberality  by  their  owners.  At  length,  after  toil- 
ing up  a  long  ascent  shaded  by  ilexes,  and  which  Royalty  never 
yet  mounted  on  foot,  we  reached  the  Royal  Villa,  and  passing  it, 
went  up,  up,  till  we  came  to  the  "  Queen's  Place  of  Prospect." 
It  was  a  beautiful  view ;  and  made,  thank  Heaven,  not  for  a 
Queen,  but  for  Man — for  every  man  who  has  a  soul  to  enjoy  it. 
To  Mm  they  belong  by  a  "  peculiar  right."  The  sea  lay  below 
us,  swept  by  a  strong  gale,  against  which,  here  and  there,  was  a 
ship  leaning  to  the  blast  and  beating  anxiously  into  port.  Closer 
m  stood  two  war  vessels,  clothed  from  mast-head  to  deck,  in  flags, 
gaily  flaunting  out  in  honor  of  the  birth  of  another  Prince, — while, 
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farther  off,  the  islands  of  Capri  and  Ischia  looked  blue  and  quiet 
as  ever  in  their  sea  home. 

Naples,  ten  or  fifteen  miles  distant,  bent  beautiful  as  ever 
around  the  Bay, — while  off  on  the  right  in  solemn  grandeur,  tow- 
ered  away  Vesuvius,  lifting  its  solemn  invocation  to  Heaven,  with 
the  lonely  ruins  of  Pompeii  sleeping  humbly  at  its  feet.  Oh ! 
how  mournful  they  looked  in  that  smoky  atmosphere,  as  if  scarce- 
ly daring  to  lift  their  heads  in  sight  of  their  old  and  triumphant 
foe.  Vesuvius  seems  omnipresent  to  the  traveller  around  Naples ; 
he  cannot  turn  a  point,  or  ascend  an  eminence,  or  look  back  on 
his  path,  without  beholding  that  bold,  bleak  mountain,  looking 
moodily  down  upon  hinj.  It  seems  to  stand  so  conspicuously  as 
if  on  purpose  to  remind  the  gay  Neapolitans  that  danger  is  ever 
near. 

Our  guide  was  a  talkative  fellow,  and  seemed  not  in  the  least 
afraid  to  express  his  opinions.  Indeed,  he  was  a  thorough-going 
Democrat,  and,  if  he  had  the  privilege  of  voting,  would  most  cer- 
tainly cast  his  ballot  against  Kings.  I  have  always  endeavored 
to  get  at  the  real  feelings  of  the  lower  classes  in  Italy.  Nobles 
and  the  like  are  very  close-mouthed,  knowing  their  words  are 
watched  and  borne  to  other  ears.  When  they  speak  on  Govern- 
ments, they  speak  as  if  in  the  audience-chamber  of  the  King ;  but 
the  Poor,  whose  words  weigh  nothing,  are  allowed  to  talk  as  they 
please ;  for  a  few  bullets  will  quickly  stop  their  prating  when  it 
begins  to  generate  action.  Hence,  I  have  ever  found  them  quite 
free,  and  usually  very  republican  in  their  thoughts.  I  inquired 
of  our  guide  how  many  palaces  the  king  had.  "Five,"  he  re- 
plied. "  How  long  does  he  live  in  this  one  during  the  year  ?" 
"  A  month,  perhaps." — "  Ah  !"  said  I,  "  the  king  has  five  palaces, 
then.  It  must  cost  something  to  keep  them  all  in  order." — "  Ah, 
e  vero"  (true  enough),  he  rejoined,  with  that  peculiar  shrug 
which  an  Italian  knows  how  to  give.  "  Would  it  not  be  better  to 
have  less — say  one  or  two — and  give  the  avails  of  the  rest  to  those 
poor  wretches  I  see  starving  around  me  ?"  "  Yes,  indeed ;  but 
it  won't  be."  He  seemed  quite  brief  in  his  replies  till  I  changed 
my  tone ;  and,  pointing  to  the  glorious  valley  that  spread  inland 
from  the  sea,  dotted  with  vineyards,  said : — "  After  all,  I  don't 
know  but  it  is  as  well.     Those  people  must  be  very  comfortable 
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yonder  in  the  valley.  I  doubt  not  they  have  enough  to  eat." 
"  No,  no,  Signore,"  he  quickly  replied,  "  they  do  not  have  enough 
to  eat.  The  heavy  duties  take  away  all  they  earn.  There  is 
much  misery  there,"  said  he,  looking  off  on  the  lovely  plain  and 
shaking  his  head.  "  Well,  but,"  I  asked,  "  why  do  you  have 
Kings  if  they  burden  you  so  heavily?"  '-Ah!  what  will  one 
do  ?  if  we  utter  too  many  complaints  we  are  thrown  in  prison ; 
and  what  do  we  gain  ?"  He  seemed  to  take  fire  at  once  ;  and, 
hurrying  on  with  all  the  impetuosity  of  an  Italian,  uttered  a  fear- 
ful tirade  against  the  Government,  and  ended  by  saying  : — "  We 
want  another  Massaniello  to  lead  us.  But  the  time  will  come — 
let  us  Vv'ait — the  time  will  come  when  we  will  do  thus  to  Kings," 
[drawing,  as  he  spoke,  a  piece  of  board  he  held  in  his  hand 
across  his  throat  with  a  gesture  no  one  could  mistake.]  His  eye 
fairly  flashed  as  he  said  this ;  but  the  next  moment  it  had  all  van- 
ished, and,  Neapolitan  like,  he  uttered  some  careless  joke.  I 
'sometimes  think  it  is  well  these  people  are  not  serious  or  lasting 
in  their  feelings.  Let  a  volcano  rise  up  and  bury  two  or  three 
cities  in  any  part  of  England  every  few  years,  and  the  country 
around  it  would  be  as  desolate  and  uninhabited  as  the  African 
Desert.  But  here  they  build  on  the  lava  before  it  looks  fairly 
cold.  A  Neapolitan  never  thinks  long  on  one  thing ;  yet  there  is 
not  a  beggar  in  the  street  or  a  fisherman  on  the  Bay  that  does 
not  know  the  history  of  Massaniello.  He  is  the  People's  Wash- 
ington. 

NAPLES. 

To-night  we  arrived  from  Castellamare.  Our  road  wound 
along  the  Bay — near  Pompeii,  through  Torre  del  Greco,  into 
the  city.  The  sky  was  darkly  overcast — the  wind  was  high 
and  angry,  and  the  usually  quiet  Bay  threw  its  aroused  and 
rapid  swell  on  the  beach.  Along  the  horizon,  between  the  sea 
and  sky,  hung  a  storm-cloud  blacker  than  the  water.  Here 
and  there  was  a  small  sailing-craft,  or  fisherman's  boat,  pulling 
for  the  shore,  while  those  on  the  beach  were  dragging  their  boats 
still  farther  up  on  the  sand,  in  preparation  for  the  rapidly-gather- 
ing storm.  There  is  always  something  fearful  in  this  bustling 
preparation  for  a  tempest.     It  was  peculiarly  so  here.     The  roar 
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of  the  surge  was  on  one  side  ;  on  the  other  lay  a  buried  city— 
a  smoking  mountain  ;  while  our  very  road  was  walled  with  lava 
that  cooled  on  the  spot  where  it  stood.  The  column  of  smoke 
that  Vesuvius  usually  sent  so  calmly  into  the  sky,  now  lay  on  a 
level  with  the  summit,  and  rolled  rapidly  inland,  before  the  fierce 
sea-blast.  It  might  have  been  fancy  ;  but,  amid  such  elements 
of  strength,  and  such  memories  and  monuments  of  their  fury,  it 
did  seem  as  if  it  wanted  but  a  single  touch  to  send  valley,  towns, 
mountain  and  all,  like  a  fired  magazine  into  the  air.  Clouds  of 
dust  rolled  over  us,  blotting  out  even  the  road  from  our  view  ; 
while  the  dull  report  of  cannon  from  Naples,  coming  at  intervals 
on  our  ears,  added  to  the  confusion  and  loneliness  of  the  scene. 
As  we  entered  the  city  and  rode  along  the  port,  the  wild  tossing 
of  the  tall  masts  as  the  heavy  hulls  rocked  on  the  waves,  the 
creaking  of  the  timbers,  and  the  muffled  shouts  of  seamen,  as 
they  threw  their  fastenings,  added  to  the  gloom  of  the  evening  ; 
and  I  went  to  my  room,  feeling  that  I  should  not  be  surprised  to 
find  myself  aroused  at  any  moment  by  the  rocking  of  an  earth- 
quake under  me.  The  night  did  not  disappoint  the  day,  and  set 
in  with  a  wildness  and  fury,  that  these  fire-countries  alone  exhibit. 
My  room  overlooked  the  Bay  and  Vesuvius.  The  door  opened 
upon  a  large  balcony.  As  I  stood  on  this,  and  heard  the  groan- 
ing of  the  vessels  below,  reeling  in  the  darkness,  and  the  sullen 
sound  of  the  surge,  as  it  fell  on  the  beach,  while  the  heavy  thun- 
der rolled  over  the  sea,  and  shook  the  city  on  its  foundations, — I 
felt  I  would  not  live  in  Naples.  Ever  and  anon  a  vivid  flash  of 
lightning  would  throw  distant  Vesuvius  in  bold  relief  against  the 
sky,  with  his  forehead  completely  wrapped  in  clouds  that  moved 
not  to  the  blast,  but  clung  there,  as  if  in  solemn  consultation  with 
the  mountain  upon  the  night.  Overhead  the  clouds  were  driven 
in  every  direction,  and  nature  seemed  bestirring  herself  for  some 
wild  work.  At  length  the  heavy  rain-drops  began  to  fall,  one  by 
one,  as  if  pressed  from  the  clouds  j  and  I  turned  to  my  room, 
feeling  that  the  storm  would  weep  itself  away. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXII. 

Capua — A  Priest — Cenotaph  of  Cicero — a  Proud  Peasant  Girl. — Sunset 

on  the  Sea. 

Albano,  April. 
Dear  E. — Bright  and  early  on  Wednesday  morning  our  driver 
cracked  his  whip  through  the  streets  of  Naples,  and  we  rattled 
off  for  old  Rome.  Do  not  understand  by  this,  that  there  was 
any  thing  like  locomotive  speed  in  our  movement,  for  nothing 
would  be  farther  from  the  truth.  We  had,  however,  four  horses 
attached  to  our  carriage,  and  the  road  was  good  enough  to  tempt 
a  rapid  drive,  if  the  thing  had  been  possible.  We  entered  on  a 
flat  country  covered  with  vineyards,  and  crossed  with  hedges,  and 
came  at  noon  to  Capua,  where  we  breakfasted.  The  dirty  town 
is  strongly  garrisoned,  and  filled  with  soldiei's  and  priests.  An 
old  Capuchin  friar  came  into  the  yard  of  the  inn  soon  after  we 
arrived,  rattling  his  wooden  box,  and  asking  in  a  whining  tone 
for  charity.  He  had  a  most  amiable  face,  and  its  benevolent  ex- 
pression quite  charmed  me.  He  seemed  to  be  aware  of  the  im- 
pression he  made  upon  me,  for  with  his  cowl  thrown  back  from 
his  shaven  crown,  and  his  cross  and  rosary  dangling  at  his  rope 
giidle,  he  approached  me  in  a  most  insinuating  manner,  asking 
for  alms,  and  promising  to  pray  for  me  as  long  as  he  lived.  I 
thought  I  would  test  his  creed  for  once ;  and  so  pulling  out  a 
handful  of  small  change,  I  rattled  it  before  his  greedy  eyes  and 
said, — "  You  say  then  you  will  pray  for  me,  if  I  will  give  you 
money  ?"  "  Si,  signore  !"  "  But  a  priest — your  superior  in  rank, 
has  told  me,  there  is  no  chance  for  a  heretic ;  that  he  did  not  even 
stop  in  purgatory,  but  went  straight  past  into  the  lowest  depths  of 
perdition.  Now  you  say  you  will  pray  for  me  ;  but  if  I  am 
damned  at  the  outset,  your  prayers  will  be  of  no  use."  "  Oh," 
said  he,  "  I  will  pray  that  you  may  become  a  good  Catholic,"     ^'  T 
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am  much  obliged  to  you,"  I  replied,  "  but  I  wish  no  such  prayers 
for  me,  with  or  without  money.  I  am  a  confirmed  heretic,  and 
desire  to  remain  so ;  so  good  morning."  With  this  I  put  my 
money  into  my  pocket.  He  saw  it  disappear  like  a  treasure 
going  into  the  deep,  and  wriggled  and  leered,  till  his  simple  face 
expressed  more  shrewdness  than  I  thought  it  capable  of  doing. 
"  Oh,"  said  he,  "  I  will  pray  for  your  hody,  that  it  may  be  kept 
well."  "No,"  replied  I;  "the  doctors  will  take  care  of  that ; 
besides,  the  soul  is  of  more  importance  than  the  body,  and  if  you 
cannot  say  there  is  a  chance  for  me  as  a  heretic,  and  that  you 
will  pray  for  me  as  such,  there's  no  use  of  talking  farther."  The 
covetous  fellow  was  cornered,  and  he  had  sense  enough  to  see  it. 
He  found  there  was  no  dodging  the  point,  and  finally,  with  a  des- 
perate effort,  declared  he  would  pray  for  my  salvation  as  a 
heretic.  I  held  the  money  over  his  box  and  said,  "  Now  there  is 
no  mistake  about  this,  and  no  deception?"  "No,  signore." 
"  Then  there  is  a  hope  for  me  ?"  "  Si,  signore  !"  I  dropped  the 
money  in  his  box,  and  we  then  entered  on  a  long  conversation 
about  his  religion.  He  said  he  fasted  and  scourged  himself  fre- 
quently ;  and  that  lately,  in  one  of  his  self  macerations,  the  evan- 
gelist Matthew  had  appeared  to  him  in  the  form  of  a  baby,  and 
that  he  expected  another  visit  soon.  At  length,  getting  weary  of 
his  nonsense,  I  bid  him  good  morning  ;  and  he  shuffled  away, 
wishing  all  the  blessings  of  two  worlds  on  my  head. 

Towards  evening  we  approached  a  range  of  hills,  and  a  shower 
that  had  passed  over  that  part  of  the  country,  had  clothed  every 
thing  in  a  brighter  green,  while  the  fresh  air  from  the  heights 
around,  visited  my  fevered  system,  as  if  on  an  angel's  mission  of 
love.  I  got  out  of  the  carriage,  and  strolled  along,  drinking  in 
health  with  every  breath.  I  fairly  shouted  in  the  new  life 
that  had  suddenly  opened  around  me.  Convents  perched  on  the 
side  of  the  green  hills,  and  villages  reclining  along  distant  slopes, 
glittered  in  the  yellow  sunlight,  while  not  a  sound  disturbed  the 
deep  quietness  of  the  scene,  save  the  vesper  hymn  of  the  bird,  or 
the  sweet  chime  of  far  off  bells.  It  was  an  hour  of  enchant- 
ment. At  length,  as  we  made  a  bend  in  the  road,  Vesuvius 
burst  on  our  view,  blue  and  dim  in  the  distance,  and  sending  up 
^ts  eyerlasting  column  of  smoke  in  the  evening  air.     It  looked 


CENOTAPH  OF  CICERO  109 


lonely  and  sad  at  that  distance,  as  if  almost  regretting  its  own 
destiny,  and  weary  of  its  diabolic  work.  It  was  with  no  ordinary 
feelings  I  bade  it  farewell.  Those  great — and  if  I  may  use  the 
term — active  features  in  scenery,  always  fasten  themselves  on  my 
affections. 

At  night  we  stopped  at  a  most  primitive  inn ;  it  was  built 
around  a  court,  with  the  stables  under  a  part  of  the  chambers, 
adorned  with  bulrush  carpets,  and  window  curtains,  &c.,  of  the 
same  material.  The  next  day  we  breakfasted  at  Mola.  Not  to 
trouble  you  with  details  of  the  ruins  here,  and  skipping  over  also 
the  ingratitude  of  a  garrulous  old  woman,  who  conducted  me 
round  to  see  the  different  objects  of  interest,  I  mention  only  the 
Cenotaph  of  Cicero,  standing  near  by,  erected  on  the  spot  where 
he  was  murdered.  He  had  a  villa  here,  to  which  he  had  retired 
from  the  storm  of  persecution  that  was  darkening  over  his  head. 
"  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men,"  and  he  knew  that  the 
ebb  of  his  own  had  come.  At  length  he  heard  that  messengers 
were  on  the  way  to  slay  him.  Though  lying  sick  and  almost 
helpless,  his  friends  placed  him  in  a  litter,  and  started  for  the 
sea,  for  the  purpose  of  embarking  to  some  distant  port.  He  had 
reached  this  spot  when  the  murderers  met  him.  The  old  orator 
saw  that  his  hour  had  come,  and  prepared  himself  for  the  blow. 
It  is  said,  he  met  his  fate  with  the  composure  that  became  him. 
His  cenotaph  consists  of  three  stories,  but  it  is  now  in  ruins. 
Clambering  up  its  rough  and  ruined  sides,  I  came  very  near 
breaking  my  neck,  and  thus  making  it  stand  for  Cicero  and  me 
together.  However  consoling  such  an  event  might  have  been  to 
my  future  fame,  I  was  not  particularly  desirous  for  such  an  im- 
mediate association  of  our  names. 

I  was  pleased  with  an  illustration  of  pride  in  a  poor  peasant 
girl  that  I  passed  soon  after.  We  overtook  three  women,  two  of 
whom  immediately  began  to  beg.  The  third,  a  dark-eyed,  hand- 
some young  creature,  carrying  a  load  on  the  top  of  her  head, 
moved  on  with  a  stately  step  without  deigning  us  a  look.  I  ask- 
ed the  old  women  what  was  her  name.  They  replied,  "  Elizabet- 
ta." — So  I  called  out  "  Elizabetta  !  Elizabetta  !"  The  old  wo- 
men laughed,  but  she  never  turned  her  head  or  gave  any  sign  of 
recognition.     I  saw  the  blood  mantle  in  her  dark  brown  cheek 


no  LETTERS  FROM  ITALY. 

and  her  eye  flash,  and  I  half  regretted  my  actions,  and  threw 
the  money  to  the  old  women ;  they  picked  it  up  with  a  cry  of 
joy,  and  I  could  see  that  Elizabetta,  as  she  turned  a  moment,  and 
saw  the  amount,  was  half  sorry  she  had  lost  it.  So  I  called  out 
again,  and  she  turned  round,  but  immediately  wheeled  back  and 
walked  on  prouder  than  before — a  perfect  Dido  in  her  bearing. 
It  was  amusing  to  observe  the  struggle  between  her  pride  and  her 
need.  She  saw  she  had  lost  more  than  she  could  gain  by  an  en- 
tire day's  work,  yet  she  was  too  proud  to  receive  it  as  a  beggar. 

Towards  evening  we  came  to  Fondi,  the  spot  where  Horace 
had  such  a  hearty  laugh  over  the  pomposity  of  the  Praetor.  The 
road  from  thence  to  Terracina  is  anything  but  pleasant.  We 
entered  the  town  by  the  famous  pass  in  which  Hannibal  received 
his  first  check  from  Fabius.  It  seems  strange  that  so  good  a  gen- 
eral as  Hannibal  should  have  attempted  to  force  such  a  pass, 
against  the  great  odds  that  were  against  him. 

Terracina  is  a  dirty  hole — the  women  blackguards,  and  the 
landlord  a  rascal.  So  much  for  the  town  that  introduced  us  into 
the  dominions  of  his  holiness.  The  passage  of  the  twenty  miles 
of  Pontine  marshes  next  morning  was  gloomy  enough — the  road 
goes  in  a  straight  line  as  far  as  you  can  see ;  the  only  terra  jirma 
in  sight,  and  wherever  the  swamp  showed  a  crust  thick  enough  to 
bear,  or  mud  dense  enough  to  sustain  an  animal  by  sinking  to  its 
middle,  there  were  buffaloes,  half  wild,  and  horses,  browsing  on 
the  stunted  herbage.  That  twenty  miles  was  the  gloomiest  ride 
I  ever  took — it  seemed  like  passing  through  the  very  valley  of 
death.  I  wonder  Virgil  did  not  fix  his  Avernus  here,  no  one 
would  then  have  doubted  his  veracity.  Towards  evening  we  be- 
gan to  ascend  the  hill  to  Velletri.  For  miles  and  miles  we 
crawled  up  the  ascent — ^through  the  town  itself,  (where  our  driver 
wished  to  stay  over  night,  but  I  would  not  let  him,)  and  up  the 
mountain,  which  looked  back  on  the  drear  region  stretching  away 
to  the  Pontine  marshes.  We  reached  a  high  elevation  just  as  the 
sun  was  going  down,  and  a  more  glorious  sunset  I  never  beheld. 
Far,  far  below  us  and  away,  slept  the  Mediterranean,  bluer  than 
the  heavens  over  it,  while  the  flaming  fire-ball  hung  only  a  few 
feet  from  its  surface.  Underneath  it,  the  waters  piled  up  like  a 
hillock  of  gold,  while  the  heavens  beyond  seemed  like  the  very 
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portals  to  the  world  of  glory.     I  gazed  and  gazed  till  the  glorious 
orb  disappeared,  and  then  thought  of  home  and  friends. 

The  night  at  length  enfolded  us,  and  the  stars  came  out  one 
after  another,  while  far  away  on  the  horizon,  spread  dim  and 
white  the  tail  of  the  unannounced  comet,  that  is  rushing  through 
our  system.  Amid  the  deep  defiles  we  went  floundering  on  in 
the  dark,  our  driver,  now  and  then  throwing  in  between  his  curses 
— "  Ain't  this  a  pretty  road  to  ride  over  in  the  night  ?"  and,  "  Ah, 
a  poor  vetturino  never  knows  anything."  At  length  we  came 
smack  up  against  a  team  that  was  standing  still  in  the  darkness, 
and  amid  howling,  and  screaming,  and  cursing,  that  were  enough 
to  deafen  one,  I  went  forward  on  foot  and  alone.  I  walked  at 
least  ten  of  twelve  miles,  and  I  hailed  the  lights  of  Albano,  as  if 
they  had  been  those  of  my  home.  I  went  to  bed  thoroughly  ex- 
hausted, and  have  been  wandering  this  morning  over  this  classic 
hill,  but  will  not  weary  you  with  a  description. 

Yours  truly. 
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LETTER  XXIIL 

The  "  Eternal  City  "—St.  Peter's  Church. 

Rome,  April,  "','!)'» 3. 

I  DATE  from  the  Eternal  City.  Yesterday  we  descended  the 
Albano  along  the  Appian  way,  with  a  scene  before  us,  if  not  the 
most  magnificent,  at  least  the  richest  in  association,  of  any  in  the 
world.  Just  as  we  were  leaving  the  village,  we  passed  the  tomb 
of  Pompey  the  Great,  a  huge,  gray  structure,  rising  in  a  single 
square  tower  of  gray  stone,  erected  by  Cornelia  over  his  ashes. 
He  sleeps  well  with  his  ivy-covered  monument  looking  down  on 
the  Rome  that  was  almost  his.  Adown  the  entire  descent  the 
whole  desolate  campagna  of  Rome  (as  far  as  Socrate)  was  in 
view.  Amid  its  ruins,  with  its  towers  and  domes  and  obelisks, 
arose  the  modern  city,  a  living  tomb-stone  over  the  ancient  one 
long  dead.  Between  us  and  it,  like  long  broken  colonnades, 
stretched  the  miles  of  her  ancient  aqueducts. — Beyond,  in  the 
smoky  distance,  the  blue  Mediterranean  drew  its  pencil  along  the 
sky,  making  a  single  line  on  the  horizon,  while  around  all,  like 
guardian  spirits,  seemed  to  lean  in  mournful  attitude,  the  ancient,  si- 
lent Centuries.  The  grandeur  and  the  loneliness  of  the  wide  scene 
weighed  on  my  heart.  Rome,  the  brightest  vision  of  my  early 
dreams,  and  the  Mecca  of  all  my  boyish  imaginations,  was  before  me, 
and  yet  how  different  from  those  dreams  !  A  person  at  home  can- 
not appreciate  the  feelings  of  one  who  for  the  first  time  looks  down 
on  imperial  Rome.  The  impressions  which  the  imagination,  from 
earliest  childhood,  has  graven  on  the  soul,  and  the  aspect  pre- 
sented to  the  actual  eye,  are  so  widely  different,  that  one  seems 
struggling  between  waking  and  sleeping — he  cannot  wholly  shake 
off  the  early  dream,  and  he  cannot  believe  that  what  rises  before 
him  is  all  that  about  which  he  has  dreamed  so  long.  But  the 
very  desolateness  of  the  campagna  around  Rome  which  every 
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traveller  so  deeply  regrets  is,  after  all,  a  great  relief  to  one's  feel- 
ings. It  harmonises  more  with  their  mood  and  speaks  their  lan- 
guage. Bright  fields  and  thrifty  farm-houses  and  all  the  life 
and  animation  of  a  richly  cultivated  country  would  present  too 
strong  a  contrast  to  the  fallen  "glory  of  the  world."  But  the 
sterile  earth,  the  ruins  that  lie  strewed  over  the  plain  and  the 
lonely  aspect  all  things  around  it  wear,  seem  to  side  with  the  pil- 
grim as  he  muses  over  the  crumbled  empire.  Besides,  his  faith  is 
not  so  grievously  taxed  and  his  convictions  so  incessantly  shocked. 
He  is  not  compelled  to  dig  through  modern  improvements  to  read 
the  lines  that  move  him  so  deeply.  There  they  are,  the  very 
characters  the  centuries  have  writ.  He  sees  the  foot-prints  of  the 
mighty  ages,  and  lays  his  hand  on  their  mouldering  garments. 
As  we  passed  over  this  mournful  tract,  every  stone  that  lay  in  the 
sunshine  seemed  a  history.  We  were  on  the  Appian  way,  over 
which  the  Roman  Legions  had  thundered  so  often,  and  in  the  very 
plain  where  the  Sabines — the  Volsci — the  Pelasgi  had  in  their 
turn  striven  to  crush  the  infant  empire. 

At  length  we  entered  the  gates,  rolled  over  the  Celian  hill  and 
descended  into  the  heart  of  modern  Rome. 

The  sensations  one  experiences  in  passing  through  the  streets 
are  odd  enough.  His  feet  are  on  a  dead  empire,  and  here  an 
ancient  obelisk  and  there  a  fountain  or  a  ruin  keeps  up  the  mys- 
tery and  awe  with  which  he  first  contemplated  the  city.  But 
suddenly  an  object  passes  between  him  and  that  ruin — he  looks, 
and  it  is  a  modern  belle — a  Roman,  with  her  French  hat,  finery 
and  bustle,  rustling  by.  He  rubs  his  eyes  and  looks  again.  It 
cannot  be  :  for  upon  that  proud  marble  front  stands  written  in 
haughty  characters,  S.  P.  Q.  R.,  "  Senate  and  People  of  Rome." 
He  turns  ;  the  black-eyed  Roman  has  tripped  by,  but  right  among 
those  grim,  old  columns  is  a  blacksmith  quietly  shoeing  a  Ro- 
man's horse.  Thus  you  go  on,  one  moment  reminded  of  Ctesar 
— the  next  of  tobacco — one  moment  imagining  the  haughty  form 
that  once  passed  beneath  that  arch — the  next  seeing  a  beggar 
crouched  in  his  rags  beneath  it. 

After  I  had  become  domiciled,  the  first  object  I  sought  was  St. 
Peter's.  Every  body  has  written  of  St.  Peter's,  and  every  body 
says  that  the  first  view  disappointed  them — that  the  admirable  pro- 
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portion  maintained  throughout  diminishes  the  greatness  of  the 
wfeole.  It  was  not  so  with  me.  Although  in  general  every  thing 
is  under  my  anticipations,  this  was  beyond  them. 

As  I  stood  in  front  of  the  noble  area  with  the  ancient  obelisk 
rising  in  the  centre,  and  the  snow-white  fountains  sending  up  their 
foam  against  the  fourfold  colonnade  that  swept  down  in  a  semi- 
circle on  either  side  to  where  I  stood,  surmounted  by  their  one 
hundred  and  ninety-two  statues,  and  looked  up  to  the  front  of  St. 
Peter's  rising  majestically  from  its  noble  flight  of  steps,  I  lifted  up 
my  hands  in  amazement. 

My  astonishment  was  only  increased  as  I  ascended  into  the 
vestibule  and  entered  the  main  body  of  the  church.  The  rich 
marble  floor — the  lofty  nave — the  stupendous  columns,  and  the 
wealth  of  statuary  that  leans  out  on  every  side,  make  it  appear 
more  like  an  artist's  dream  than  an  actual  creation. 

You  are  lost  in  the  amplitude  around  you,  and  the  men  and 
women  that  creep  over  the  floor  are  mere  insects  amid  the  gi- 
gantic objects  that  stand  on  every  side.  At  length,  as  you  ap- 
proach  the  immense  bronze  canopy  and  gaze  up  into  that  solemn 
dome,  circling  away  into  the  heavens,  you  exclaim,  "  It  is 
enough !"  It  seems  as  if  Art  had  fallen  in  love  with  her  own 
creation,  and  in  the  enthusiasm  of  her  passion  had  thrown  away 
all  her  wealth  upon  it, 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER   XXIV. 

Saturday  before  Easter  and  Easter  Sunday. 

Rome,  April,  1843. 

Dear  E. — I  will  skip  over  the  ceremonies  of  Holy  week,  and 
give  you  simply  a  brief  sketch  of  Saturday  before  Easter  Sun- 
day, and  Easter  Sunday  itself. 

Saturday  before  Easter  I  gave  up  St.  Peter's,  as  nearly  the  same 
hing  was  to  be  done  over  again,  and  i^^ent  in  the  morning  to  St. 
John's,  in  Laterano,  (as  it  is  called,)  one  of  the  oldest  and  most 
magnificent  churches  of  Rome.  From  its  greater  contiguity,  it 
claims  precedence  of  St.  Peter's,  and  the  feeling  between  the  ri- 
val churches,  is  not  of  the  most  brotherly  kind.  St.  John's  being 
the  mother  church,  ought  to  be  the  residence  of  the  Pope ;  but 
the  conveniences  and  splendor  of  St.  Peter's,  correspond  better 
with  the  tastes  of  his  Holiness,  and  he  you  know  is  not  a  respon- 
sible being.  The  consequence  is,  that  as  soon  as  a  pope  dies,  the 
College  of  Cardinals  at  St.  John  immediately  assert  their  suprem- 
acy, by  issuing  new  coin. 

But  we  will  leave  them  to  their  quarrels  for  to-day.  This 
morning  is  always  devoted  to  the  ordination  of  priests  and  the 
baptism  of  converts — such  as  Jews,  Greeks,  &c.  Having  heard 
that  several  Jews  and  Greeks  were  to  be  baptized,  I  went  early 
to  witness  the  ceremony.  I  was  surprised  to  find  the  church  so 
little  crowded  ;  and  after  listening  a  short  time  to  the  chanting  of 
the  priests,  I  began  to  roam  over  the  church.  Still  few  people 
came,  and  I  began  to  suspect  there  was  something  wrong ;  so 
seeing  a  priest  come  out  from  a  side  chapel  with  a  book  under 
his  arm,  I  accosted  him.  He  told  me  that  the  ceremony  was  in 
the  Baptistry,  which  is  a  separate  building,  erected  by  Constantine, 
and  repaired  by  two  popes.     I  immediately  hastened  to  it,  and 
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descending  to  the  interloi',  saw  the  entire  circle  around  the  font, 
literally  blocked  with  human  beings  who  were  patiently  waiting 
the  commencement  of  the  imposing  ceremony.  Putting  my  foot 
on  the  plinth  of  one  of  the  magnificent  porphyry  columns  that  sup- 
port the  dome  above  the  font,  and  throwing  one  arm  around  it,  I 
was  enabled  to  get  a  bird's  eye  view  of  the  whole. — After  waiting 
a  half  hour  or  more,  the  bishops  with  the  priestly  procession  en- 
tered. All  were  standing  silent  and  intent,  waiting  the  appear- 
ance of  the  Jews  and  Turks,  &c.,  who  were  thus  publicly  to  ab- 
jure their  faith.  The  water  in  the  font  was  blessed,  and  oil 
poured  on  it  in  the  shape  of  a  cross,  and  chantings  uttered,  but  still 
no  Turks  appeared.  At  length  a  woman  brought  forward  an  in- 
fant, that  seemed  about  three  days  old,  and  it  was  baptized.  A 
second,  that  seemed  its  counterpart,  was  also  brought  to  the  bish- 
op and  baptized.  Still  the  crowd  stood  in  breathless  expectation 
for  the  commencement  of  the  interesting  ceremony  that  was  to 
crown  the  whole  ;  but,  alas  !  the  whole  was  finished,  and  the 
bishop  with  his  train  wheeled  away.  I  never  beheld  such  blank 
looks  of  astonishment  as  for  a  few  moments  surrounded  that  font. 
— Every  face  expressed  in  the  most  emphatic  language,  "  is  this 
all — can  it  he  allJ^  And  then  one  would  turn  to  another  with 
such  a  look  of  earnest  inquiry,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  what  do  you 
think."  Those  who  had  mounted  benches  and  chairs,  to  overlook 
the  throng,  stepped  down  with  such  a  softly  step  and  shamed 
look,  as  if  afraid  to  be  noticed,  and  one  after  another  began  to 
slink  away  so  quietly,  and  the  v/hole  pageant  had  ended  in  such 
a  ridiculous  farce,  that  I  involuntarily  burst  into  a  laugh.  Yet  it 
was  not  on  account  of  the  ceremony,  but  the  people. — Many  a  one 
had  risen  before  her  time  of  waking,  and  many  a  hurried  break- 
fast taken,  and  many  a  scudi  expended  in  carriages,  and  St.  Pe- 
ter's given  up  with  reluctance  to  witness  the  baptism  of  two  very 
small  infants. 

My  friend  and  myself,  after  loitering  around  a  while,  and  again 
seeing  the  poor  creatures  mounting  "  Scala  Santa,"  on  their  knees, 
turned  to  walk  home.  St.  John's,  standing  close  by  the  gate  that 
leads  to  Naples,  it  is  a  long  walk  from  it  to  the  centre  of  the  city. 
We  at  first  repented  of  our  choice,  for  the  sun  was  beating  on 
our  heads  with  terrific  force  ;  but  we  were  soon  amply  repaid  ; 
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for  this  being  the  day  whose  evening  saw  the  Son  of  God  rise 
from  the  dead — it  is  filled  with  joyful  celebrations.  Yesterday, 
the  Tenebrse  and  Miserere  had  been  sung  over  the  death  and 
burial  of  the  Savior  ;  but  to-day,  there  was  no  mourning.  The 
Miserere  was  over,  and  the  Jubilate  commenced.  About  midday, 
as  we  stood  on  the  Quirinal,  suddenly  every  bell  of  the  city  seemed 
unloosed  in  its  tower,  and  swung,  and  shouted  out  its  hallelujah. 
You  cannot  conceive  the  exciting  effect  of  so  many  bells  ringing 
at  once  in  their  gladdest  notes. — The  city  seemed  fairly  to  lift 
under  it ;  and  suddenly  from  the  far  castle  of  St.  Angelo,  thun- 
dered forth  the  deep  cannon,  blending  their  sullen  joy  with  the 
emulative  bells,  till  the  Sabine  hills  sent  back  the  jubilee,  and 
the  sound  came  rolling  down  over  the  Quirinal,  saying  in  wild, 
yet  stirring  accents,  "  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day."  As  we 
walked  along,  from  every  corner  guns  were  fired  till  the  city 
shook  again.  However  inappropriate  the  kind  of  joy,  one  could 
not  feel  indifferent  to  it.  But  after  it  had  subsided  away,  and  the 
city  lapsed  again  into  its  usual  quietness,  it  did  seem  strange 
enough.  In  viewing  the  pageantries  and  senseless  ceremonies  in 
honor  of  St.  Peter,  I  have  often  wondered  what  the  great  Apostle 
would  have  said,  had  he  foreseen  it  all  ;  so  now  I  felt  that  our  Sa- 
vior must  have  turned  with  pity  and  disgust  from  such  a  celebra- 
tion of  his  resurrection.  In  St.  Peter's  on  this  day,  the  principal 
ceremonies  are  "  blessing  of  the  fire  and  incense  " — the  new  light, 
(quite  different,  however,  from  our  new  lights  at  home,)  and  the 
blessing  of  the  paschal  candle,  which  is  large  as  a  small  column. 

Easter  Sunday.  This  is  the  last  great  day  of  the  Popish  feast; 
and  the  Pope  celebrates  high  mass  in  St.  Peter's.  This  is  done 
but  three  times  in  the  year — this  day — the  festival  of  St.  Peter 
and  Paul — and  Christmas.  To-day  also  the  Pope  wears  the  Tiara 
or  triple  crown.  It  was  first  worn  by  Pope  Sylvester,  with  a 
single- coronet ;  Boniface  Eighth,  about  the  year  1300,  added  a 
second,  and  John  the  Second,  or  Urban  Fifth — it  is  not  certain 
which,  added  a  third,  making  it  a  triple  crown,  representing  the 
pontifical,  imperial,  and  royal  authority  combined. 

At  any  early  hour  the  streets  were  thronged  with  carriages, 
and  Rome  turned  out  of  doors,  poured  itself  towards  St.  Peter's. 
It  is  a  mile  or  more  from  the  main  part  of  the  city  to  the  church ; 
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and  the  principal  street  leading  to  it,  presented  two  unbioken 
lines  of  carriages,  one  going  and  the  other  returning.  If  for  a 
moment,  you  got  a  view  of  the  street  for  some  distance,  it  appeared 
like  two  currents  of  water,  one  bearing  the  multitude  on,  and  the 
other  returning  without  them.  At  length,  the  cardinals  began  to 
arrive.  Carriage  after  carriage,  to  the  number  of  40  or  50, 
came  clattering  along  with  black  horses,  and  crimson  plumes,  and 
gilded  trappings,  resembling  any  thing  but  a  cortege  of  priests. — 
Each  had  its  three  gaily  attired  footmen  ;  and  some  seemed  half 
covered  with  gold,  even  to  the  hubs  of  the  wheels,  which  glittered 
with  the  precious  metal.  One  after  another,  they  dashed  into 
the  semicircular  colonnade  that  goes  up  to  the  main  church,  and 
rolled  up  through  its  columns,  more  like  the  grandees  of  court, 
(as  they  indeed  are,)  than  humble  worshippers  crowding  to  the 
sanctuary  of  God.  As  the  Pope  entered  the  church,  the  entire 
chapter  received  him,  and  his  procession ;  and  the  choir  struck 
up,  "  Tu  es  Petrus  et  super  banc  petram  sedificabo  ecclesiam 
meam,"  &c.  Thou  art  Peter,  and  upon  this  rock  will  I  build 
my  church,  &c.  Along  the  whole  immense  nave  were  janged 
in  opposing  files,  leaving  the  middle  pavement  empty,  the  grena- 
diers, national  troops  and  capitoline  guards. — Between  these  in 
his  chair  borne  upon  men's  shoulders  and  covered  with  a  canopy, 
passed  the  Pope,  the  Peacock  feathers  nodding  behind  him.  The 
soldiers  received  him  kneeling,  and  as  the  choir  paused  in  their 
"  Tu  es  Petrus,"  &c.,  the  military  stationed  in  the  gallery  at  the 
end  of  the  church,  midway  to  the  roof,  filled  their  trumpets,  and 
the  great  bell  of  the  Cathedral  rung  out  its  acclamations  to  the 
"  two  hundred  and  ffty-seventh  successor  ^^  of  the  great  Apostle. 
I  noticed  the  holy  father  kept  his  eyes  shut  as  usual,  while  he 
was  borne  along  in  state  ;  but  I  did  not  feel  m.uch  respect  for  his 
devotional  aspect,  for  I  had  been  told  by  an  Italian  that  the  old 
man  was  compelled  to  close  his  eyes,  as  the  motion  of  the  chair 
made  him  sea-sick.  Alas,  that  greatness  must  have  the  same 
stomach  as  ordinary  men. 

I  will  not  weary  you  with  a  detailed  description  of  the  mass 
and  communion,  and  other  ceremonies  of  the  day  ;  for  it  would 
simply  be  saying  that  his  Holiness  knelt  on  a  crimson  and  gold 
cushion — that  now  he  laid  aside,  or  rather  had  laid  aside,  hia 
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tiara,  and  put  on  his  mitre,  and  now  vice  versa — that  there  wer3 
benedictions,  and  genuflections,  and  chantings,  and  incensings, 
and  nonsensings  of  every  sort.  I  loitered  it  out  till  the  time  of 
giving  the  benediction,  when  I  pressed  through  the  crowd  and 
threaded  my  way  to  the  top  of  one  of  the  colonnades,  to  witness 
the  imposing  ceremony.  To  imagine  it  well,  you  must  place  be- 
fore you  a  magnificent  church,  with  the  paved  ground  gently 
sloping  up  to  the  flight  of  steps  that  lead  into  it.  From  each  cor- 
ner imagine  an  open  colonnade  running  down  in  a  semicircular 
form,  enclosing  a  vast  area,  and  you  have  the  front  of  St.  Peter's. 
The  centre  of  the  area  was  kept  clear  by  the  military,  ranged 
round  it  in  the  form  of  a  hollow  square.  Between  the  upper  file 
of  soldiers  and  the  church  steps,  stood  the  living  mass  that  waited 
the  benediction.  Behind  the  lower  file  were  crowded  the  count- 
less carriages.  The  open  colonnades,  and  the  top  of  one  of  them, 
are  given  to  strangers.  In  the  front  of  the  church,  over  the  main 
entrance,  there  is  a  gallery,  covered  with  a  crimson  cloth  and 
shaded  by  an  immense  piece  of  canvass.  Into  this  gallery  the 
Pope  advances,  and  blesses  the  people. 

Standing  on  the  top  of  a  colonnade,  leaning  against  the  base  of 
a  statue,  I  had  a  complete  view  of  the  whole.  It  was  a  grand 
spectacle,  and  I  contemplated  it  with  mingled  feelings.  The 
Pope  had  not  yet  made  his  appearance — and  indeed  I  almost  for- 
got him.  It  was  both  a  pageant  and  a  farce,  combining  all  the 
magnificence  that  dazzles  the  crowd,  and  all  the  folly  that  "  makes 
the  angels  weep." 

Nearly  under  me  were  a  group  of  pilgrims,  ragged  and  dirty, 
lying  along  the  steps,  unconscious  of  all  around — their  staves 
leaning  across  them,  their  head  on  their  hand,  and  they  either 
nodding  or  fast  asleep.  One  boy  held  my  attention  for  a  long 
time.  He  lay  on  the  hard  stone,  in  deep  slumber,  with  his  father 
asleep  beside  him.  Suddenly  there  was  the  blast  of  a  trumpet, 
and  the  father  started  from  his  repose,  and,  supposing  the  Pope 
was  about  to  appear,  roused  up  his  boy,  so  that  they  might  not 
lose  the  invaluable  blessing.  The  tired,  ragged  little  fellow  rose 
half  up,  and  then  fell  back  again  heavily  on  the  steps,  sound 
asleep.  The  Pope  did  not  appear,  and  the  father,  too,  was  soon 
in  deep  slumber  beside  his  boy.     What  were  their  dreams,  in  the 
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midst  of  this  pomp  and  splendor  ?  They  had  wandered  far  from 
their  quiet  home,  to  receive  the  blessing  of  the  Holy  Father. 
Reckless  of  the  magnificence  around  them — of  the  crowd — the 

a 

ocean-like  murmur  that  went  up  to  heaven — they  had  fallen 
asleep  under  the  shadow  of  St.  Peter's.  That  boy,  ragged  and 
dirty  as  he  was,  had  also  Ms  dreams,  and  his  palace  and  objects 
of  ambition  j  but  they  were  all  far  away,  and  many  a  weary  mile 
must  be  traversed  before  he  would  be  amid  them  again.  What 
a  change,  to  be  waked  from  that  quiet  dream  by  the  sound  of 
trumpets,  and  instead  of  his  own  rude  hut  by  the  mountain  stream, 
to  find  the  lofty  cathedral  before  him,  and  the  rumor  of  thousands 
around  him ! 

At  length  the  Pope  appeared — engaged  in  a  short  prayer — 
stretched  out  his  hands  over  the  multitude  that  sunk  to  the  earth, — 
and  pronounced  the  benediction.  The  long  lines  of  soldiers 
kneeled  in  their  ranks,  and  all  was  silent  as  the  grave.  But  the 
last  word  was  scarcely  spoken,  before  they  were  on  their  feet — 
drum  and  trumpet  pealed  out  their  joy — the  cannon  of  St.  An- 
gelo  answered  them,  and  the  bells  threw  in  their  clang  to  swell 
the  jubilee — the  multitude  began  to  sway  and  toss  and  disperse — 
and  all  was  over.  The  people  had  been  blessed,  but  their  condi- 
tion had  not  been  bettered ;  and  I  thought  of  what  a  vetturino 
whom  I  once  engaged  said  to  me — "  The  people,"  said  he,  "  are 
taxed  so  that  they  cannot  live,  and  all  the  country  is  filled  with 
misery  and  poverty,  and  all  the  return  they  get  from  the  Pope  is 
his  benediction  once  a  year.  Ah,"  he  added,  with  a  scorn  it  was 
well  his  Holiness  did  not  see,  "  non  e  un  benedizione  e  un  male- 
dizione ;"   "  it  is  not  a  henediction,  but  a  malediction.'' 

There  could  not  have  been  less,  I  think,  than  40,000  people 
assembled.  After  all  the  ceremony  is  over,  you  can  walk,  if  you 
will,  through  St.  Peter's  and  view  its  magnificence.  On  one  side 
is  arranged  a  row  of  temporary  confessionals,  with  a  placard  over 
each,  in  every  language  in  the  civilized  world.  There  the  Arab, 
Russian,  German,  Greek,  Swede,  Spaniard  and  Englishman,  can 
confess  his  sins  in  his  own  tongue,  and  receive  absolution.  Poor 
wretches  are  kneeling  before  them,  pouring  the  tale  of  their  sor- 
rows and  sins  into  the  ears  of  the  yawning  confessor,  who  dis- 
misses them,  one  after  another,  with  lightened  consciences,  though 
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not  with  purer  hearts.  At  sun-down,  if  not  too  tired,  you  can 
return  and  stroll  over  the  marble  pavement,  and  listen  to  the  ves- 
pers that,  chanted  in  a  side  chapel,  come  stealing  sweetly  out  into 
the  amplitude,  and  float  away  among  the  arches  in  ravishing 
melody.  The  lamps  are  burning  dimly  before  the  altar — twilight 
is  deepening  over  the  glorious  structure,  and  forms  in  strange 
costumes  are  slowly  passing  and  repassing  over  the  tesselated 
floor.  The  heart  becomes  subdued  under  the  influence  of  sight, 
and  sound,  and  a  feeling  almost  of  superstition  will  creep  over 
the  sternest  heart.  The  gloom  grows  deeper,  leaving  nothing 
distinctly  seen,  while  that  vesper  hymn  steals  forth  on  the  bewil- 
lered  ear,  like  a  strain  from  the  unseen  world. 
?^  Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXV. 

Illumination  of  St.  Peter's — The  Girandola. 

Rome,  April,  1843. 

Dear  E. — I  was  too  weary  to  give  you  in  my  last  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  closing  up  of  Easter  Sunday.  It  is  a  principle  in  all 
Catholic  ceremonies,  never  to  wind  off  gradually,  as  is  too  fre- 
quently the  case  among  Protestants,  but  to  have  the  last  display 
the  most  magnificent  of  all.  Thus  on  Easter  Sunday,  the  clo- 
sing up  of  Holy  Week,  the  Papal  throne  crowds  its  entire 
pomp  into  its  ceremonies,  and  as,  during  the  day,  the  interior  of 
St.  Peter's  has  done  its  utmost  to  magnify  his  Holiness,  so  at 
night  the  exterior  must  do  its  share  of  glorification.  This  great 
building,  covering  several  acres,  is  illuminated  in  its  entire  outer 
surface.  It  is  an  operation  of  great  expense,  and  attended  with 
much  danger.  It  is  caused  by  suspending  four  thousand  four 
hundred  lanterns  upon  it,  covering  it  from  the  dome  down.  To 
accomplish  this,  men  have  to  be  let  down  with  ropes,  over  every 
part  of  the  edifice,  and  left  dangling  there  for  more  than  an  hour. 
Even  from  the  base  of  the  church  they  look  like  insects  creeping 
over  the  surface.  Hanging  down  the  precipitous  sides  of  the  im- 
mense dome,  standing  four  hundred  feet  high  in  the  air,  is  attend- 
ed with  so  much  danger,  that  the  eighty  men  employed  in  it  al- 
ways receive  extreme  unction  before  they  attempt  it.  The  last 
sacrament  is  taken,  and  their  accounts  settled,  both  for  this  world 
and  the  next,  so  that  death  would  not,  after  all,  be  so  great  a 
calamity.  The  Pope  must  amuse  the  people,  and  glorify  his 
reign,  though  he  hazard  human  life  in  doing  it.  But  he  has  the 
magnanimity  to  secure  the  sufferer  from  evil  in  the  next  world. 
If  a  rope  break,  and  the  man  is  crushed  into  a  shapeless  mass  on 
he  pavement  below,  his  soul  immediately  ascends  to  one  of  the 
most  favored  seats  in  Paradise.     He  fell  from  God's  church — he 
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died  in  the  attempt  to  illuminate  it,  and  in  obedience  to  God'p 
vicegerent  on  earth.  How  can  the  man  help  being  saved  ?  Bu 
to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  the  Pope  gives  him  a  passpor 
with  his  own  hand,  which  he  declares  St.  Peter,  who  sits  by  the 
celestial  gates,  will  most  fully  recognize.  This  is  very  kind  of 
the  Pope.  If  he  kills  a  man,  he  sends  him  to  heaven,  and  se- 
cures him  a  recompense  in  the  next  v/orld  for  all  he  lost  in  this. 
The  ignorant  creature  who  is  willing  to  undertake  the  perilous 
operation  for  the  sake  of  a  few  dollars,  wherewith  to  feed  his 
children,  believes  it  all,  and  fearlessly  swings  in  mid  heaven, 
where  the  yielding  of  a  single  strand  of  the  rope  would  precip- 
itate him  where  the  very  form  of  humanity  would  be  crushed  out 
of  him. 

But  one  forgets  all  this  in  looking  at  the  illumination,  which  it 
is  impossible  to  describe.  There  are  two  illuminations.  The 
first  is  called  the  silver  one,  and  commences  about  eight  o'clock 
in  the  evening.  These  four  thousand  four  hundred  lamps  are  so 
arranged  as  to  reveal  the  entire  architecture  of  the  building. 
Every  column,  cornice,  frieze  and  v/indow — all  the  details  of  the 
Duilding,  and  the  entire  structure,  are  revealed  in  a  soft,  clear 
light,  producing  an  effect  indescribably  pleasing,  yet  utterly  be- 
wildering. It  seems  an  immense  alabaster  building,  lit  from 
within.  The  long  lines  of  light  made  by  the  columns,  with  the 
shadows  between — the  beautiful  cornice  glittering  over  the  dark- 
ness under  it — the  magnificent  semicircular  colonnades  all  inhe- 
rent with  light,  and  every  one  of  the  hundred  and  ninety-two  stat- 
ues along  its  top  surmounted  with  a  lamp,  and  the  immense  dome 
rising  over  all,  like  a  mountain  of  molten  silver,  in  the  deep  dark- 
ness around ;  so  completely  delude  the  senses  that  one  can  think 
of  nothing  but  a  fairy  fabric  suddenly  lighted  and  hung  in  mid 
heavens.  This  effect,  however,  is  given  only  when  one  stands  at 
a  distance.  The  Pincian  hill  is  the  spot  from  which  to  view  it. 
All  around  is  buried  in  deep  darkness,  except  that  steadily  shining 
glory.  Not  a  sound  is  heard  to  break  the  stillness,  and  you  gaze, 
and  gaze,  expecting  every  moment  to  see  the  beautiful  vision  fade. 
But  it  still  shines  calmly  on. 

This  illumination  lasts  from  eight  to  nine,  and  just  as  the  bell 
of  the  Cathedral  strikes  nine,  sending  its  loud  and  solemn  peal 
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over  the  city,  a  thousand  four  hundred  and  seventy-five  torches 
are  suddenly  kindled,  beside  the  lanterns.  The  change  is  in- 
stantaneous and  almost  terrific.  The  air  seems  to  waver  to  and 
fro  in  the  sudden  light — shape  and  form  are  lost  for  a  moment, 
and  the  vision  which  just  charmed  your  senses  is  melting  and 
flowing  together.  The  next  moment,  old  St.  Peter's  again  draws 
its  burning  outline  against  the  black  sky,  and  stands  like  a  moun- 
tain of  torches  in  the  deep  night,  with  a  fiery  cross  burning  at  the 
top.  How  the  glorious  structure  burns,  yet  unconsumed  !  The 
flames  wrap  it  in  their  fierce  embrace,  and  yet  not  a  single  detail 
is  lost  in  the  conflagration.  There  is  the  noble  facade  in  all  its 
harmony,  and  yet  on  fire.  There  are  the  immense  colonnades 
wavering  in  the  light,  changed  only  in  that  they  are  now  each  a 
red  marble  shaft.  The  statues  stand  unharmed,  and  all  fiery 
figures.  The  dome  is  a  vast  fire-ball  in  the  darkness,  yet  its  dis- 
tinct outline  remains  as  clear  as  at  the  first.  The  whole  mighty 
edifice  is  there,  but  built  all  of  flame — columns,  frieze,  cornice, 
windows,  towers,  dome,  cross — a  temple  of  fire,  perfect  in  every 
part,  flashing,  swaying,  burning  in  mid  heavens.  The  senses 
grow  bewildered  in  gazing  on  its  intense  brilliancy,  and  the  judg- 
ment pronounces  it  an  optical  illusion,  unreal,  fantastical.  Yet 
the  next  moment  it  stands  corrected — that  is  St.  Peter's,  flaming, 
unwasted  in  the  murky  heavens.  Hour  after  hour  it  blazes  on, 
and  the  last  torch  is  yet  unextinguished  when  the  grey  twilight 
of  morning  opens  in  the  east.  This  you  say  is  a  glorious  spec- 
tacle ;  yes,  but  it  is  on  Sahbath  evening — The  successor  of  the 
apostle — the  spiritual  head  of  the  church — the  "  vicegerent  of 
God  on  earth  has  sanctified  the  Sabbath  by  this  glorious  illumina- 
tion in  honor  of  the  Son  of  God !"  What  a  preposterous  idea, 
what  a  magnificent  folly !  And  do  you  think  the  modern  Roman 
is  so  complete  a  fool  as  to  believe  in  the  propriety  and  religion  of 
all  this  ?  By  no  means.  He  admires  and  enjoys  the  spectacle, 
then  sneers  when  it  is  over. 

There  are  hundreds  who  go  to  witness  it  and  return  to  theii 
homes  with  dark  and  bitter  thoughts  in  their  bosoms.  The  pat- 
riot  (for  there  are  patriots  still  in  Rome,  mindful  of  her  ancient 
glory),  to  sigh  over  his  degenerate  country — the  poor  and  half- 
starved  artisan  (for  there  are  many  such  in  the  imperial  city),  to 
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curse  the  wastefulness  of  his  monarch  and  spiritual  father,  who 
in  this  costly  amusement  robbed  hundreds  of  mouths  of  their  daily 
bread.  Could  one  look  through  the  darkness  that  wraps  Rome 
and  beneath  the  calm  surface  that  is  presented  to  the  eye,  he 
would  see  rebellion  enough  were  it  once  harmonized  and  concen- 
trated, to  shake  the  papal  throne  into  fragments  on  its  ancient 
foundations.  The  flames  around  St.  Peter's  would  be  seen  to  be 
typical  of  the  moral  fires  around  the  seat  of  Papacy.  But  the 
embrace  of  the  latter  would  not  be  found  so  harmless  as  that  of 
the  other,  and  men  would  not  gaze  on  it  in  such  pleasing  ecstacy, 
but  with  the  dark  forebodings  of  him  who  feels  the  first  throb  of 
a  coming  earthquake.  The  years  do  not  move  round  in  a  tread- 
mill, but  each  pushes  on  its  fellow,  and  all  are  tending  to  a  cer- 
tain goal.  They  have  their  mission  and  God  his  designs,  and  he 
is  stupid  and  blind  who  believes  that  man  can  always  be  deluded 
by  the  same  follies.  The  age  of  interrogation  has  commenced. 
Men  begin  to  ask  questions  in  Rome  as  well  as  in  America,  and 
every  one  tells  on  the  fate  of  papacy  more  than  a  thousand  cannon 
shot.  Physical  force  is  powerless  against  such  enemies,  while 
pageantry  and  pomp  only  increase  the  clamor  and  discontent. 

How  much  more  befitting  the  head  of  any  church,  however 
corrupt,  or  the  monarch  on  any  throne,  however  oppressive,  to 
take  the  thousands  of  dollars  spent  in  these  two  illuminations  and 
buy  bread  for  the  poor  !  Were  this  done,  the  day  of  evil  might 
be  postponed ;  for  on  the  Pope's  head  would  be  rained  the  bless- 
ings of  the  poor,  which  under  the  government  of  heaven  are 
always  so  powerful  to  avert  evil.  The  money  squandered  on 
these  illuminations  would  have  poured  joy  through  hearts  that  sel- 
dom feel  its  pulsations,  and  been  a  benediction  that  the  poor 
would  have  understood  and  appreciated.  To  spread  out  one's 
empty  hands  over  the  multitude  is  an  easy  thing  and  accom- 
plishes nothing.  But  with  those  hands  to  fill  thousands  of  hungry 
mouths,  would  accomplish  much,  and  exhibit  something  of  the 
paternal  care  of  a  "Father." 

But  this  does  not  close  the  ceremonies  of  Holy  week.  The 
Pope  furnishes  one  more  magnificent  spectacle  to  his  subjects 
and  his  flock.  The  next  night  after  the  grand  illumination  is  the 
"  Girandola,"  or  fire-works  of  his  Holiness,  and  we  must  say 
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that  he  does  far  better  in  getting  up  fire-works  than  religious  cer- 
emonies. This  "  Girandola "  does  credit  to  his  taste  and  skill. 
It  is  the  closing  act  of  the  magnificent  farce,  and  all  Rome  turns 
out  to  see  it.  About  half  way  from  the  Corso — the  Broadway 
of  Rome — to  St.  Peter's,  the  famous  marble  bridge  of  Michael 
Angelo  crosses  the  Tiber.  The  castle  of  St.  Angelo,  formerly  the 
vast  and  magnificent  tomb  of  Adrian,  stands  at  the  farther  end. 
This  castle  is  selected  for  the  display  of  the  fire-works.  None  of 
the  spectators  are  permitted  to  cross  the  bridge,  so  that  the  Tiber 
flows  between  them  and  the  exhibition.  There  is  a  large  open 
area  as  you  approach  the  bridge,  capable  of  holding  twenty  or 
thirty  thousand  people,  or  perhaps  more.  In  a  portion  of  this, 
near  the  river,  chairs  are  placed,  to  be  let  to  strangers  at  two  or 
four  paAls  apiece,  according  as  one  is  able  to  make  a  good  bargain. 
The  windows  of  the  neighboring  houses  that  overlook  the  scene  are 
engaged  weeks  beforehand.  The  ordinary  price  of  a  seat,  or  even 
of  a  good  standing  spot  in  one  of  these  houses,  is  a  scudi  or  dol- 
lar. Towards  evening  the  immense  crowd  begin  to  move  in  the 
direction  of  St.  Angelo,  and  soon  the  whole  area,  and  every  win- 
dow and  house-top,  is  filled  with  human  beings.  About  eight  the 
exhibition  commences.  The  first  scene  in  the  drama  represents 
a  vast  Gothic  cathedral.  How  this  is  accomplished  I  cannot  tell. 
Everything  is  buried  in  darkness,  when  suddenly,  as  if  by  the 
touch  of  an  enchanter's  wand,  a  noble  Gothic  cathedral  of  the 
size  of  the  immense  castle,  stands  in  light  and  beauty  before  you. 
The  arrangement  of  the  silver-like  lights  is  perfect,  and  as  it 
shines  on  silent  and  still  in  the  surrounding  darkness,  you  can 
hardly  believe  it  is  not  a  beautiful  vision.  It  disappears  as  sud- 
denly as  it  came,  and  for  a  moment  utter  darkness  settles  over 
the  gloomy  castle.  Yet  it  is  but  for  a  moment.  The  next  in- 
stant a  sheet  of  flame  bursts  from  the  summit  with  a  fury  per- 
fectly appalling  ;  white  clouds  of  sulphureous  smoke  roll  up  the 
sky,  accompanied  with  molten  fragments  and  detonations  that 
shake  the  very  earth  beneath  you.  It  is  the  representation  of  a 
volcano  in  full  eruption,  and  a  most  vivid  one  too.  Amid  the 
spouting  fire,  and  murky  smoke,  and  rising  fragments,  the  cannon 
of  the  castle  are  discharged,  out  of  sight,  almost  every  second. 
Report  follows  report  with  stunning  rapidity,  and  it  seems  for  a 
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moment  as  if  the  solid  structure  would  shake  to  pieces.  At  length 
the  last  throb  of  the  volcano  is  heard,  and  suddenly  from  the  base, 
and  sides,  and  summit  of  the  castle,  start  innumerable  rockets, 
and  serpents,  and  Roman  candles,  while  revolving  wheels  are 
blazing  on  every  side.  The  heavens  are  one  arch  of  blazing 
meteors — the  very  Tiber  flows  in  fire,  while  the  light,  falling  on 
ten  thousand  upturned  faces,  presents  a  scene  indescribably  strange 
and  bewildering.  For  a  whole  hour  it  is  a  constant  blaze.  The 
flashing  meteors  are  crossing  and  recrossing  in  every  direction — 
fiery  messengers  are  traversing  the  sky  overhead,  and  amid  the 
incessant  whizzing,  and  crackling,  and  bursting,  that  is  perfectly 
deafening,  comes  at  intervals  the  booming  of  cannon.  At  length 
the  pageant  is  over,  and  the  gaping  crowd  surge  back  into  the 
city.  Lent  is  over — the  last  honors  are  done  to  God  by  his  re- 
vealed representative  on  earth,  and  the  Church  stands  acquitted 
of  all  neglect  of  proper  observances.  Is  it  asked  again  if  the 
people  are  deceived  by  this  magnificence  1  By  no  means.  A 
stranger,  an  Italian,  stood  by  me  as  I  was  gazing  on  the  spectacle, 
and  we  soon  fell  into  conversation.  He  was  an  intelligent  man, 
and  our  topic  was  Italy.  He  spoke  low  but  earnestly  of  the  state 
of  his  country,  and  declared  there  was  as  much  genius  and  mind 
in  Italy  now  as  ever,  but  they  were  not  fostered.  An  imbecile, 
yet  oppressive  government  monopolized  all  the  wealth  of  the  state, 
and  expended  it  in  just  such  follies  as  these,  while  genius  starved 
and  the  poor  died  in  want.  I  have  never  heard  the  poor  Pope  so 
berated  in  my  own  country.  At  the  close  of  the  representation 
of  a  volcano,  I  remarked  that  it  resembled  perdition.  "  Yes," 
said  he  with  a  most  bitter  sneer,  "  hell  is  in  Rome  nowadays.'' 
Had  the  Pope  or  one  of  his  gens-d'armes  heard  it,  he  would  have 
seen  the  inside  of  a  prison  before  morning.  I  was  exceedingly 
interested  in  him,  for  he  was  an  intelligent  and  earnest  man,  and 
when  I  turned  to  go  away  I  took  him  by  the  hand  and  bade  him 
good  bye,  saying,  another  day  is  finished.  "  Yes,"  he  replied, 
with  the  same  withering  sneer,  "  another  day  of  our  Master,  an- 
nother  day  of  our  Lord  and  Savior  Jesus  Christ.''  I  was  per- 
fectly thunderstruck  at  the  man's  boldness.  Such  a  satire  on  his 
Holiness  and  his  mode  of  celebrating  a  holy  day,  in  the  midst  of 
a  crowd,  startled  me,  and  I  trembled  lest  his  imprudence  should 
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bring  down  on  him  the  vengeance  of  papal  power.  But  th( 
man's  heart  was  evidently  full  of  bitterness  at  the  mockery  and 
folly  before  him,  while  his  country  lay  prostrate  in  the  dust. 
"  Addio,"  said  he,  as  he  shook  my  hand,  and  the  next  moment 
was  lost  in  the  crowd.  Many  a  time  have  I  thought  of  him  since, 
and  would  give  much  to  know  his  after  history.  Perhaps  he  has 
before  this  suffered  as  a  conspirator,  and  gone  with  the  multitude 
of  those  whose  tongues  his  Holiness  has  silenced  in  prison  or 
death.  And  yet  the  man  was  right.  What  a  close  to  religious 
ceremonies  had  these  last  two  nights  been !  Their  moral  effect 
on  the  people  was  like  that  of  any  fire-works,  with  the  exception 
that  the  successor  of  the  apostle  had  got  up  these  and  graced  the 
Sabbath  with  the  illumination,  having  provided  beforehand  for 
the  breaking  of  a  few  necks,  by  administering  the  last  sacrament 
to  the  poor  creatures  who  climbed  up  St.  Peter's.  The  sanctity 
and  infallibility  of  the  Spiritual  Father  are  not  so  easy  to  believe 
in  under  the  shadow  of  the  papal  throne,  and  it  puzzled  us  pro- 
digiously to  account  for  the  conversions  to  Catholicism  of  English 
and  Americans  in  Rome.  How  a  man  of  ordinary  sense  and  pen- 
etration can  become  a  Romanist  in  Rome,  is  passing  strange. 

But  it  is  now  late  at  night — the  noise  and  magnificence  of  the 
day  are  over.  Rome  is  once  more  asleep,  and  the  same  moon 
that  shone  on  the  ancient  capitol,  looks  mournfully  down  on  the 
few  columns  that  stand  in  the  old  Roman  Forum.  In  the  ancien* 
circus  of  Nero,  all  this  religious  pomp  has  been  to-day.  Around 
St.  Peter's  is  now  the  gathering  and  the  greatness — formerly  it 
was  around  the  Coliseum.  But  to-day  the  Coliseum  has  been 
forgotten  ;  no  foot  has  sought  its  falling  corridors.  The  gladiato- 
rial shows  have  been  exchanged  for  popish  ones ;  and  the  Roman 
Eagle  that  flew  over  the  old  city,  has  been  smitten  down  by  the 
Cross,  and  Pagan  Rome  has  become  Christian  Rome.  What 
revolutions  time  effects  !  His  chariot  wheels,  as  they  roll  along, 
drag  down  thrones  and  empires,  and  leave  on  their  ruins  a  Chris- 
tian Emperor  and  a  Christian  government.  They  roll  on,  and 
Christianity  is  stretched  in  the  dust,  and  its  fragments  lie 
scattered  over  the  wreck  of  its  foe.  They  will  still  roll  on,  and 
another  scene  is  to  be  displayed  on  the  ruins  of  both,  and  more 
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glorious  than  either.     Ruins  are  piled  on  ruins  till  history  seems 
but  a  record  of  overthrows. 

"  Such  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales. 
'Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past : 
•     First  freedom,  and  then  glory — when  that  faiks 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption,  barbarism  at  last, 
And  history  with  all  her  volumes  vast," 
Hath  but  one  page. 

Affectionately  yours. 
10 
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LETTER   XXVI. 

Chanting  of  the  Miserere. 

April. 

Dear  E. — One  of  the  most  impressive  ceremonies  of  Holy  Week 
IS  the  chanting  of  the  Miserere.  Music  is  everywhere  in  this 
land  of  passion  and  pleasure.  It  bursts  on  you  from  the  palace 
and  the  hovel — out  of  every  house  and  every  vineyard,  and  seems 
a  part  of  the  atmosphere,  and  to  have  almost  the  power  to  remove 
the  curse  of  despotism  itself. 

But  to  know  the  full  effect  of  song  and  scenery  together,  one 
must  hear  the  chanting  of  the  Miserere  in  the  Sistine  Chapel  of 
St.  Peter's.  That  the  Pope  should  select  the  best  singers  of  the 
world  for  this  service  is  not  strange,  but  that  he  should  with  these 
be  able  to  produce  the  effect  he  does  is  singular.  The  night  on 
which  our  Savior  is  supposed  to  have  died  is  selected  for  this 
service.  The  Sistine  Chapel  is  divided  in  two  parts  by  a  high 
railing,  one  half  being  given  to  the  spectators,  and  the  other  half 
reserved  for  the  Pope,  his  cardinals  and  the  choir.  The  whole  is 
dimly  lighted,  to  correspond  with  the  gloom  of  the  scene  shadowed 
forth.  This  dim  twilight  falling  over  the  motionless  forms  of 
priest  and  monk  and  cardinals,  and  the  lofty  frescoed  arches,  to- 
gether with  the  awful  silence  that  seemed  hanging  like  a  pall 
over  all  the  scene,  heightened  inconceivably  the  effect  to  us. 

The  ceremonies  commenced  with  the  chanting  of  the  Lamen- 
tations. Thirteen  candles,  in  the  form  of  an  erect  triangle,  were 
lighted  up  in  the  beginning,  representing  the  different  moral  lights 
of  the  ancient  church  of  Israel.  One  after  another  was  extin- 
guished as  the  chant  proceeded,  until  the  last  and  brightest  one 
at  the  top,  representing  Christ,  was  put  out.  As  they  one  by  one 
slowly  disappeared  in  the  deepening  gloom,  a  blacker  night 
s^^ma*?  sjath'^rini.';  over  the  hor»fs  and  fate  o^'^man  and  Iho  lamen- 
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tation  grew  wilder  and  deeper.  But  as  the  Prophet  of  prophets, 
the  Light,  the  Hope  of  the  world,  disappeared,  the  lament  sud- 
denly ceased.  Not  a  sound  was  heard  amid  the  deepening  gloom. 
The  catastrophe  was  too  awful,  and  the  shock  too  great  to  admit 
of  speech.  He  who  had  been  pouring  his  sorrowful  notes  over 
the  departure  of  the  good  and  great  seemed  struck  suddenly  dumb 
at  this  greatest  wo.  Stunned  and  stupified,  he  could  not  contem- 
plate the  mighty  disaster.  I  never  felt  a  heavier  pressure  on  my 
heart  than  at  this  moment.  The  chapel  was  packed  in  every  inch 
of  it,  even  out  of  the  door  far  back  into  the  ample  hall,  and  yet  not 
a  sound  was  heard.  I  could  hear  the  breathing  of  the  mighty  mul- 
titude, and  amid  it  the  suppressed  half-drawn  sigh.  Like  the  chant- 
er, each  man  seemed  to  say,  "  Christ  is  gone,  we  are  orphans — all 
orphans  !"  The  silence  at  length  became  too  painful.  I  thought 
I  should  shriek  out  in  agony,  when  suddenly  a  low  wail,  so  deso- 
late and  yet  so  sweet,  so  despairing  and  yet  so  tender,  like  the  last 
strain  of  a  broken  heart,  stole  slowly  out  from  the  distant  darkness 
and  swelled  over  the  throng,  that  the  tears  rushed  unbidden  to  my 
eyes,  and  I  could  have  wept  like  a  child  in  sympathy.  It  then 
died  away  as  if  the  grief  were  too  great  for  the  strain.  Fainter, 
and  fainter,  like  the  dying  tone  of  a  lute,  it  sunk  away  as  if  the 
last  sigh  of  sorrov/  was  ended,  when  suddenly  there  burst  through 
the  arches  a  cry  so  piercing  and  shrill  that  it  seemed  not  the  voice 
of  song,  but  the  language  of  a  wounded  and  dying  heart  in  its  last 
agonizing  throb.  The  multitude  swayed  to  it  like  the  forest  to 
the  blast.  Again  it  ceased,  and  the  broken  sobs  of  exhausted 
grief  alone  were  heard.  In  a  moment  the  whole  choir  joined  their 
lament  and  seemed  to  weep  with  the  weeper.  After  a  few  notes 
they  paused  again,  and  that  sweet,  melancholy  voice  mourned  on 
alone.  Its  note  is  still  in  my  ear.  I  wanted  to  see  the  singer. 
It  seemed  as  if  such  sounds  could  come  from  nothing  but  a  broken 
heart.  Oh !  how  unlike  the  joyful,  the  triumphant  anthem  that 
swept  through  the  same  chapel  on  the  morning  that  symbolized 
the  resurrection. 

There  is  a  story  told  of  this  Miserere,  for  the  truth  of  which 
we  can  only  refer  to  rumor.  It  is  said  that  the  Emperor  of  Aus- 
tria sent  to  the  Pope  for  a  copy  of  the  music,  so  that  he  could 
have  it  performed  in  his  own  cathedral.     It  was  sent,  as  requested, 
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but  the  efifict  of  the  performance  was  so  indifferent  that  the  empe- 
ror suspected  a  spurious  copy  had  been  imposed  on  him,  and  he 
wrote  to  his  Holiness,  intimating  as  much,  and  hinting  also  that 
he  would  find  it  for  his  interest  to  send  him  a  true  copy.  The 
Pope  wrote  back  that  the  music  he  had  sent  him  was  a  genuine 
copy  of  the  original,  but  that  the  little  effect  produced  by  it  was 
owing  to  the  want  of  the  scenery,  circumstances,  &c.,  under 
which  it  was  performed  in  St.  Peter's.  It  may  be  so.  The 
singer,  too,  is  doubtless  more  than  half.  The  power  of  a  single 
voice  is  often  wonderful.  We  remember  an  instance  of  this  on 
Easter  Sunday,  as  the  procession  was  moving  up  and  down  the 
ample  nave  of  St.  Peter's,  carrying  the  Pope  on  their  shoulders 
as  they  marched.  In  the  procession  was  a  fat,  stout  monk,  from 
the  north  of  Italy,  who  sung  the  bass  to  the  chant  with  which  the 
choir  heralded  the  approach  of  his  Holiness.  A  band  of  per- 
formers stationed  in  a  balcony  at  the  farther  end  of  the  church 
was  in  full  blast  at  the  time,  yet  over  it,  and  over  the  choir,  and 
up  through  the  heaven-seeking  dome,  that  single  voice  swelled 
clear  and  distinct  as  if  singing  alone.  It  filled  that  immense 
building,  through  which  were  scattered  nearly  thirty  thousand 
people,  as  easily  as  a  common  voice  would  fill  an  ordinary  room. 

No  where  is  music  so  spontaneous  and  voluntary  as  in  Italy, 
and  no  where  is  it  studied  with  such  untiring  and  protracted  ef- 
fort. AVe  might  except  the  Germans  here,  who,  perhaps,  are  as 
great  composers  as  the  Italians.  But  there  is  no  song  in  the  stern 
old  Saxon  heart.  The  sudden  and  exciting  transitions  of  music 
are  not  found  in  their  character.  The  free  and  fountain-like 
gushings  forth  of  feeling  in  an  Italian  render  him  peculiarly  fitted 
to  enjoy  and  utter  music,  though  we  think  this  very  trait  in  his 
character  was  formed  in  the  first  place  by  music.  They  have 
reacted  on  each  other,  making  both  the  Italian  and  his  music 
what  they  are. 

It  is  a  singular  fact  that  the  best  singers  of  Italy  come  from 
the  northern  provinces.  The  people  of  the  south  are  more  fiery 
and  passionate,  yet  less  distinguished  for  music,  than  those  of  the 
north.  Nothing  strikes  the  traveller  in  Italy  with  more  force,  or 
lives  in  his  memory  longer,  than  the  gay  street  singing  of  the 
lower  classes,  yet  one  hears  little  of  this  in  Rome  or  Naples. 
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There  is  a  sombre  aspect  on  old  Rome,  taken  from  its  silent 
haughty  ruins,  giving  apparently  a  coloring  to  the  feelings  of  the 
people.  The  gay,  lighted-hearted  Neapolitan  seems  too  gay  for 
music — like  the  French,  his  spirits  burst  out  in  action.  The 
Piedmontese  are  forever  singing,  while  Genoa  is  the  only  Italian 
city  over  which  our  memory  lingers  ever  fresh  and  ever  delighted. 
There  is  not  a  moonlight  night  in  which  its  old  palaces  do  not 
ring  with  the  song  of  the  strolling  sailor-boy  or  idle  lounger. 
The  rattling  of  wheels  seldom  disturbs  the  quietness  of  the 
streets,  while  the  lofty  walls  of  the  palaces  confine  and  prolong 
the  sound  like  the  roof  of  a  cavern.  The  narrow  winding  pas- 
sages now  shut  in  the  song  till  only  a  faint  and  distant  echo  is 
caught,  and  now  let  it  forth  in  a  full  volume  of  sound,  ever 
changing  like  the  hues  of  feeling.  Hours  and  hours  have  we 
lain  awake,  listening  to  these  thoughtless  serenaders,  who  seemed 
singing  solely  because  the  night  was  beautiful.  You  will  often 
hear  voices  of  such  singular  power  and  melody  ringing  through 
the  clear  atmosphere  that  you  imagine  some  professional  musi- 
cians are  out  on  a  serenade  to  a  "  fayre  ladye."  But  when  the 
group  emerges  into  the  moonlight,  you  see  only  three  or  four 
coarse-clad  creatures,  evidently  from  the  very  lowest  class, 
sauntering  along,  arm  in  arm,  singing  solely  because  they  prefer 
it  to  talking.  And,  what  is  still  more  singular,  you  never  see 
three  persons,  not  even  loys,  thus  singing  together,  without  car- 
rying along  three  parts.  The  common  and  favorite  mode  is  for 
two  to  take  two  different  parts,  while  the  third,  at  the  close  of 
every  strain,  throws  in  a  deep  bass  chorus.  You  will  often  hear 
snatches  from  the  most  beautiful  operas  chanted  along  the  streets 
by  those  from  whom  you  would  expect  nothing  but  obscene  songs. 
This  spontaneous  street  singing  charms  us  more  than  the  stirring 
music  of  a  full  orchestra.  It  is  the  poetry  of  the  land — one  of  its 
characteristic  features — living  in  the  memory  years  after  every 
thing  else  has  faded.  We  like,  also,  those  much  abused  hand- 
organs,  of  every  description,  greeting  you  at  every  turn.  They 
are  the  operas  of  the  lazzaroni  and  children,  and  help  to  fill  up 
the  picture.  Passing  once  through  a  principal  business  street  of 
Genoa,  we  heard  at  a  distance  a  fine,  yet  clear  and  powerful, 
voice  that  at  once  attracted  our  attention.      On  approaching  we 
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found  it  proceeded  from  a  little  blind  boy  not  over  eight  years  of 
age.  He  sat  on  the  stone  pavement,  with  his  back  against  an  old 
palace,  pouring  forth  song  after  song  with  astonishing  strength 
and  melody.  As  we  threw  him  his  penny,  we  could  not  help  fan- 
cying how  he  would  look  sitting  in  Broadway,  with  his  back  to 
the  Astor  House,  and  attempting  to  throw  his  clear,  sweet  voice 
over  the  rattling  of  omnibuses  and  carriages  that  keep  even  the 
earth  in  a  constant  tremor. 

Truly  yours. 


FARMING  IN  THE  PAPAL  Sl'ATES.  135 


•      LETTER  XXVII. 

System  of  Farming  in  the  Papal  States — SuiFering  of  the  Peasantiy. 

Rome,  April. 

Dear  E. — Though  you  are  not  much  of  a  farmer,  perhaps  the 
farming  s3/"stem,  as  it  works  in  the  States  of  his  Holiness,  may 
not  be  uninteresting.  The  Mezzaria  system,  or  letting  the  farm 
upon  shares,  is  the  old  and  universal  custom,  both  in  the  Papal 
States  and  in  Tuscany.  The  landlord  furnishes  the  necessary 
capital,  and  the  tenant  all  the  agricultural  instruments  and  labor. 
The  seed  is  paid  for  jointly,  and  the  entire  gross  produce  divided 
equally.  This  partnership  of  the  landlord  and  tenant  works  very 
well  in  Tuscany,  but  destructively  in  the  dominions  of  the  Church. 
This  is  owing  to  the  want  of  encouragement  to  industry,  and  the 
oppressive  action  of  the  government.  The  mode  of  managing 
rich  arable  lands  around  the  eternal  city,  would  be  considered 
rather  odd  in  the  New  World.  I  am  not  now  speaking  of  the 
system  of  small  farms  with  poor  landlords  and  poorer  tenants,  but 
of  the  mode  of  farming  the  large  districts.  The  tract  of  land 
called  the  Maremma  district,  embracing  the  territory  that  lies  on 
the  sea  betweeen  Tuscany  and  Naples,  the  low  land  around  Fer- 
rara  and  Ravenna,  and  the  Campagna  around  Rome  itself,  called 
by  agriculturists  the  "  Agro  Romano,"  are  all  divided  into  im- 
mense farms,  owned  of  course  by  a  few  wealthy  men.  Thus  the 
whole  Maremma  district  is  owned  by  only  one  hundred  and 
fifty  farmers.  So  also  in  the  Agro  Romano,  embracing  550,000 
acres,  exists  the  same  impolitic  division.  One  of  the  farms,  called 
the  "  Campo  Marto,"  contains  20,000  acres,  others  3,000,  while 
there  are  none  below  1,000.  This  whole  territory  is  owned  by 
forty-two  or  three  landlords,  called  "  Mercanti  di  Campagna," 
(merchants  of  the  country.)  They  constitute  a  privileged  corpo- 
ration, under  the  protection  of  government.     Each  merchant  rents 
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several  farms,  paying  tax  only  for  that  portion  under  cultivation. 
These  Mercanti  are,  of  course,  extremely  wealthy.  They  never 
reside  on  their  farms,  but  build  for  themselves  palaces  in  Rome, 
where  they  live  in  unbounded  luxury.  Their  counting-houses 
and  clerks  are  also  all  in  the  city.  The  "  fattore,"  as  he  is  call- 
ed in  Italian,  or  steward,  resides  with  a  few  herdsmen  in  the  sol- 
itary Casale — the  only  occupants  of  the  immense  plain.  It  re- 
quires a  capital  of  8100,000  to  manage  one  of  the  largest  of  these 
farms,  and  the  smallest  require  $10,000.*  The  rent  of  the  Campo 
Marto  alone  is  $25,000  a  year.  The  Mezzaria  system,  as  1  re- 
marked, prevails  almost  universally,  although,  in  some  parts,  leases 
or  fixed  rents  are  common.  This  is  where  the  large  farms  are  let 
to  individuals,  who  immediately  subdivide  them  into  smaller  ones, 
and  rent  them  to  men  of  smaller  capital. 

These  immense  half  barren  tracts  are  as  lonely  looking  as  our 
western  prairies ;  nay,  more  so,  for  the  dilapidated  form  of  some 
old  ruin  rising  on  the  view,  tells  you  that  it  was  not  always  so — 
that  once,  glorious  structures  adorned  that  plain,  and  the  hum  of  a 
busy  population  was  heard  on  its  surface.  I  have  seldom  seen  a 
more  lonely  spectacle  than  the  rude  mud  huts,  shaped  like  a  bee- 
hive, of  the  herdsmen,  standing  here  and  there  on  the  unfenced 
plain,  while  the  stewards,  alone  or  with  keepers  dressed  in  their 
shaggy  sheep-skin  coat,  with  pike  in  hand,  were  galloping  amid 
the  herds  on  their  half  wild  horses.  They  look  more  like  Arabs 
than  peaceful  farmers.  This  system  of  grazing  is  practised  only 
in  the  winter,  when  on  the  Campagna  alone  are  collected  more 
than  half  a  million  sheep,  and  three  or  four  hundred  thousand  of 
the  large  grey  Roman  oxen.  In  the  summer,  these  plains  become 
too  hot  and  unhealthy  for  the  herds,  and  they  are  driven  off  to  the 
mountains,  to  graze  on  the  green  pastures  of  the  Sabian  hills  and 
the  high  grounds  around  the  city,  where  they  feed  in  safety  till 
the  season  of  malaria  is  past.  But  the  horses  on  which  the  herds- 
men ride,  are  turned  loose  among  the  morasses,  to  take  care  of 
themselves.  They  feed  with  perfect  impunity  on  the  unheaithiest 
tracts.  I  have  seen  them  almost  to  their  backs  in  swamps,  feed, 
ing  with  the  half  wild  buffaloes  and  swine,  that  are  equally  im- 
per\  ious  to  the  climate.     In  this  savage  state  they  run  about  till 

*  Vid.  Murray. 
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autumn,  when  they  are  again  caught,  rode  over  the  Campagna,  fit 
companions  for  their  wild-looking  riders.     The  crops  are  raised 
during  summer,  when  the  herds  are  among  the  hills,  and  the  har- 
vest is  gathered  in  by  the  mountaineers,  who  dwell  on  the  Volscian 
hills  and  the  more  elevated  land  towards  the  frontier  of  Naples. 
At  this  time  the  heat  is  intense,  and  would  make  even  the  slave 
of  a  cotton  plantation  wince.     The  poor  peasantry,  who  have 
been  accustomed  from  their  infancy  to  the  fresh  mountain  breezes 
and  clear  running  streams  of  their  native  home,  lured  by  the 
prospect  of  gaining  a  few  pauls  to  support  their  families  during  the 
approaching  winter,  descend  into  the  plains,  to  gather  in  the  harvest. 
Then  the  slaughter  commences,  and  does  hot  end  till  harvest  is 
over,  and  often  not  even  then.    The  malaria  seizes  the  hardy  moun- 
taineer as  its  lawful  prey,  and  hurries  him  with  fearful  rapidity 
into  the  grave.     Unaccustomed  to  the  scorching  sun  that  beats  on 
these  plains,  he  finds  himself  at  night  exhausted  and  feeble.     In- 
ured to  toil,  and  delving  among  his  native  hills  from  morning  till 
night,  he  wonders  at  his  weariness.    Without  a  hut  to  shelter  him, 
he  flings  his  complaining  limbs  on  the  damp  earth,  as  he  has 
often  flung  them  on  the  mountain  side,  expecting  the  morning  will 
find  him  fresh  and  vigorous  as  ever.     But  ere  slumber  has  wrap- 
ped his  weary  form,  the  pestilential  vapors  begin  to  steam  up  from 
the  noxious  earth,  and  noiselessly  embrace  their  unconscious  vic- 
tim.    In  the  morning,  he  who  has  felt  all  his  life  long  his  blood 
leap  in   his  veins  like  his  native  torrents,  now  feels  it  creeping 
heavy  and   hot  through  his  depressed  system.     Ignorant  of  his 
danger,  or  the  cause  of  his  ills,  he  renews  his  task,  and  again 
staggers  on  under  a  burning  sun,  and  lies  down  again  to  sleep  on 
the  moist  earth,  in  the  embrace  of  his  foe.    The  next  day  the  poor 
fellow  toils  with  hotter  brain  and  a  wilder  pulse,  and  flings  himself 
at  night  on  the  cool  earth,  from  which  he  will  never  rise  again  to 
his  labor.     Thus,  while  the  scanty  harvest  of  grain  is  gathered 
in,  the  malaria  has  been  reaping  its  richer  harvest  of  men.    Not 
scores  and  fifties,  but  hundreds  are  thus  left  every  summer  on  the 
Roman  Campagna,  while  the  wives  and  children  they  hoped  to 
feed  by  their  industry,  look  in  vain  from  their  mountain  homes  for 
their  coming,  and  turn  to  meet  the  winter  with  blasted  hopes. 
Oh,  what  haggard  faces,  miserable  forms,  have  I  seen  peep  out 
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from  the  low  mud  huts  on  the  outskirts  of  this  desolate  region. 
Many  that  have  dragged  out  the  harvest  season,  come  to  the 
frontier  hoping  to  recover ;  but  the  seeds  of  death  are  too  deeply- 
implanted,  and  they  slowly  waste  away.  In  the  more  cultivated 
parts,  grass  and  grain  are  grown  alternately  on  the  same  land  ; 
but  here  on  the  Campagna,  they  raise  only  one  crop  of  grain  in 
four  years  ;  the  intermediate  time  it  is  left  for  grazing.         ^ 

What  a  contrast  this  country  presents  to  its  former  greatness, 
and  to  my  own  land.     When  the  Csesars  owned  these  palace  and 
temple-covered  plains,  and  their  haughty  legions  thundered  over 
them — who  would  have  believed  that  the  time  would  ever  come 
when  nought  but   a  few  solitary  herdsmen  would  gallop  across 
them  ;  or,  stranger  still,  that  a  then  unbroken  forest,  beyond  the 
unknown  ocean,  would  be  a  fruitful  field,  and  its  crowded  popu- 
lation look  with  pity  on  Roman  desolation.     The  mightiest  em- 
pire the  world  ever  saw,  and  an  untrod  forest,  stood  on  the  same 
earth  together.     The  mighty  empire  has  become  a  desolate  prov- 
ince, while  the  wilderness  has   become  greater  than  an  empire. 
Rome,  the  mistress  of  the  world,  rules  now  a  territory  less  than 
the  state  of  New  York.     The  eagle  that  soared  over  the  imperial 
city,  has  left  it  and   her  battling  armies,  and  now  sails  with  our 
commerce.     Men  flock  to  her  to  see  fading  glory — to  our  shores 
to  behold  rising  glory.     Not  merely  the  "  schoolmaster"  but  the 
merchant  "  is  abroad,"  laying  his  hand  on  objects  and  places,  the 
poet  and  scholar  have  long  considered  holy.      Institutions  and 
structures  honored  by  time  and  great  names  are  no  longer  sacred 
to  him.     The  scholar  may  complain  and  the  enthusiast  weep,  it 
matters  not,  the  spirit   and  power  are  abroad,  and  there  is  no 
resisting  either.     The  old  Roman  Forum  is  turned  into  a  rope- 
walk  to  make  ropes  and  cordage  for  commerce,  and  the  Baths  of 
Diocletian  into  a  cotton  mill. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXVIII. 

The  Coliseum  at  Midnight. 

Rome,  April. 
Dear  E. — Last  night  was  a  beautiful  clear  night,  and  "the 
full  round  moon"  seemed  sailing  the  heavens  on  purpose  to  see 
how  mysterious  and  solemn  a  light  she  could  throw  over  the  ruins 
of  ancient  Rome.  Byron  says  the  Coliseum  should  always  be 
seen  by  moonlighl,  as  the  glare  of  day  is  too  strong  for  it.  So 
acting  under  his  advice  I  sallied  forth  at  midnight  to  visit  it.  It 
is  at  least  a  mile  or  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  centre  of  the  city, 
and  the  dark  and  deserted  streets  and  Trajan's  lonely  column  that 
stood  in  the  way,  naturally  put  me  in  the  mood  to  enjoy  a  ramble 
through  it.  I  passed  through  the  ruins  of  the  Basilica  of  Con- 
stantino, climbed  over  its  fallen  columns,  and  finally  emerged  into 
the  open  moonlight  right  before  the  Coliseum.  Its  high  and  uneven 
top  stood  against  the  blue  sky,  with  the  pale  and  yellow  light  fall- 
ing all  over  it,  while  the  arches  opened  like  caverns  beneath,  and 
the  clambering  ivy  glistened  and  rustled  in  tlie  passing  night 
wind.  Here,  said  I  to  myself,  one  can  for  once  romance  and 
dream  with  nothing  but  the  moonlight  and  the  Coliseum  to  criti- 
cise him.  But  alas,  my  expectations  were  soon  blasted,  for  to 
my  surprise,  as  I  approached,  I  saw  a  long  line  of  carriages 
drawn  up  under  the  arches.  Other  people  knew  the  Coliseum 
looked  well  by  moonlight  beside  myself.  I  was  half  inclined  to 
turn  back,  but  finally  concluded  to  enjoy  it  another  way — by 
seeing  how  the  fashionable  world  took  such  a  scene.  After 
groping  through  one  of  the  arches,  by  which  a  carriage  stood, 
with  the  driver  fast  asleep  on  the  box,  I  stepped  into  the  arena 
and  looked  around  me.  Arch  above  arch,  seat  above  seat,  arose 
that  vast  amphitheatre,  the  ruined  corridors,  the  black  cavernous 
arches,  the  rustling  ivy,  the  mysterious  grandeur  of  the  whole, 
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and  the  sudden  rush  of  centuries  over  the  weak  and  staggering 
memory,  completely  swept  every  thing  but  the  past  from  my 
vision.  I  felt  afraid  where  I  stood — I  could  not  wholly  grasp  the 
scene — I  seemed  amid  something  awful,  and  yet  could  hardly  tell 
what.  I  turned,  and  lo !  I  was  leaning  over  the  lion's  den.  I 
started,  as  if  a  sudden  roar  had  burst  up  around  me.  The  next 
moment  it  was  all  gone.  The  quiet  moon  was  sailing  along  the 
quiet  sky — the  night  breeze  sighed  mournfully  by,  and  nature 
was  breathing  long  and  peacefully. 

A  gay  laugh  dispersed  the  whole,  as  a  fashionable  couple 
passed  near  me,  speaking  of  some  one's  grand  soiree.  I  wander- 
ed around,  meeting  groups  of  sauntering  idlers,  talking  French, 
Italian  and  German.  A  French  couple  promenaded  backward 
and  forward  across  the  arena,  without  once  looking  up  to  the 
moonlit  ruin.  They  spoke  low  and  earnestly,  and  their  walk 
was  of  that  slow  and  steady  pace  which  always  denotes  an  ab- 
sorbed mind.  I  stood  for  a  long  while  in  the  shadow  of  the  ruins 
and  watched  them.  It  was  a  love  scene  in  the  Coliseum,  but  the 
Coliseum  itself  was  quite  forgotten.  The  voice  of  one.  man 
thrilled  deeper  in  that  fair  one's  heart  than  the  thousand-tongued 
ruin  around  her.  Her  heart  was  busy  amid  other  scenes.  Un- 
der its  magic  power  the  Coliseum  was  buried  and  Rome  for- 
gotten, and  a  fabric  more  beautiful  than  both,  in  their  glory  was 
reared  above  them — a  fairy  fabric  where  love  dwelt  and  fate  spun 
her  golden  thread.  Alas,  I  sighed,  as  I  turned  away,  there  are 
more  ruins  in  the  world  than  the  Coliseum,  and  more  awful. 
The  saddest  fragments  are  not  those  that  meet  the  eye,  and  the 
light  that  memory  flings  over  buried  hopes,  is  lonelier  than  moon- 
light here. 

This  second  dream  was  also  dispelled  by  a  shout  above  me  :  a 
company,  guided  by  a  man  with  a  torch,  now  emerged  in  view 
overhead,  and  again  dropped  through  the  corridors.  Suddenly 
a  French  girl  near  me  exclaimed,  as  they  again  came  on  to  an 
arch  and  stood  looking  down  upon  us,  "  C'est  tres  joli  ?"  "Qui," 
was  the  answer.  "  C'est  magnifique,"  and  then  a  laugh  as  clear 
and  mirthful  as  ever  rung  from  a  careless  heart.  I  wished  also 
to  ascend  the  ruin  for  the  view,  but  kept  deferring  it,  as  it  was 
necessary  to  have  a  guide  and  torch  to  prevent  one  from  ventur- 
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ing  over  weak  arches  and  tumbling  down  ruined  flights  of  steps.  ^ 
It  was  abominable  to  be  compelled  to  trot  around  after  a  sleepy 
guide  who  was  thinking  the  while  of  the  paul  each  was  to  give 
nim.  It  seemed  downright  sacrilege,  but  I  must  do  it,  or  not  go 
at  all.  So  I  joined  a  mixed  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  and 
commenced  the  ascent  just  as  one  does  an  unpleasant  duty.  I 
followed  doggedly  the  guide  and  torch  awhile,  when,  seizing  a 
favorable  opportunity,  I  dodged  one  side,  threaded  my  way  amid 
the  darkness  to  the  top  of  the  building,  and  clambering  over  a 
luined  parapet  lay  down,  determined  to  take  my  own  time  to 
view  the  Coliseum.  The  humdrum  guide  did  not  miss  me,  and 
I  was  left  alone  with  the  Coliseum  and  the  night.  One  by  one 
the  groups  retired,  and  I  heard  with  joy  the  last  carriage  rattle 
away  toward  the  city.  Behind  me  stood  the  arch  of  Constan- 
tine — on  my  left  was  the  Palatine  hill,  the  Roman  forum  with  its 
few  remaining  columns  and  the  Capitol,  and  beneath  me  was  the 
arena  where  thousands  had  been  "  butchered  to  make  a  Roman 
holiday."  Up  those  very  stone  steps  below  me  had  passed  hasty 
feet  more  than  a  thousand  years  ago.  Right  around  me  had 
been  the  bustle  and  hum  of  the  eager  assembly.  Before  me, 
through  that  grand  archway  in  which  now  the  bayonet  of  a 
solitary  sentinel  glistened,  had  passed  the  triumphal  Csesars, 
while  the  mighty  edifice  rocked  to  the  shout  of  the  people. 
Beneath  me,  far  down  in  the  arena,  on  which  the  moonlight  lay 
so  peacefully,  had  stood  the  gladiator  while  his  quick  ear  caught 
the  roar  of  the  lion,  aroused  for  the  conflict.  "  Hie  habet,"  had 
been  shouted  from  where  I  lay,  as  the  steel  entered  some  poor 
fellow's  bosom.  There  the  dying  gladiator  had  lain  as  the  life 
stream  ebbed  slowly  away,  while  his  thoughts,  far  from  the  scene 
of  strife,  reckless  who  was  the  victor,  were 

"  Where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay — 
There  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
There  was  their  Dacian  mother." 

Oh,  what  wild  heart-breakings  had  been  in  that  arena !  Every 
inch  of  it  had  been  soaked  in  blood,  and  yet  not  a  stain  was  left 
—not  a  scar  remained  to  tell  of  the  death-struggles  these  walls 
had  witnessed.  The  Caesars  and  the  people,  the  slave  and  the 
martyred  Christian,  had  all  passed  away.     The  spot  where  the 
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one  looked  and  the  other  suffered  alone  was  left. — Thought  crowded 
on  thought  as  I  looked  down  upon  it,  till  the  solitude  and  silence 
became  too  painful  for  me.  I  seemed  to  have  lived  years  in  those 
few  minutes.  1  turned  to  descend,  but  alas,  I  was  without  a  guide 
or  a  torch,  locked  up  on  the  Coliseum  after  midnight.  To  tiiread 
my  way  through  the  dark  galleries  and  down  the  broken  steps, 
was  no  easy  task  ;  but  after  going  and  returning,  mounting  and 
descending  for  near  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  (and  which  seemed  an 
hour,)  I  found  the  way,  and  landed  safely  at  the  entrance.  After 
some  thumping,  the  guide  came  and  set  me  free. 

I  returned  through  the  Basilica  of  Constantine,  and  while  standing 
and  musing  over  one  of  its  fallen  columns,  I  suddenly  heard  the 
scream  of  a  night  bird  which  came  from  the  Palatine  hill,  and  was 
echoed  back  by  another  from  near  the  Capitol.  I  had  never  heard 
it  then,  though  I  often  have  since.  It  was  a  shrill,  single  cry,  that, 
heard  amid  those  ruins  at  midnight,  was  indescribably  thrilling, — 
Right  above  me,  on  a  ruined  front,  leaned  several  marble  statues, 
in  attitudes  so  natural,  that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  believe  they 
were  not  human  beings  keeping  watch  among  the  ruins.  Just 
then  the  wind  began  to  sweep  by  in  gusts,  shaking  the  ivy  over 
my  head,  while  the  wild,  mournful  cry  of  that  night  bird  seemed 
like  the  wail  of  a  ghost  amid  the  surrounding  desolation.  The 
hour,  the  place,  and  the  silence,  made  it  too  lonely.  It  was  fear- 
ful.  I  would  stand  and  listen,  anxious,  yet  afraid  to  hear  it  re- 
peated, and  when  again  it  rung  over  the  ruins,  it  sent  the  blood 
back  with  a  quicker  flow  to  my  heart.  I  passed  under  the  great 
arch,  and  began  to  enter  the  city,  feeling  as  if  I  had  heard  the 
ghost  of  Rom^e  crying  out  amid  her  ancient  ruins.  But  I  know 
all  description  must  seem  rhodomontade  to  you  at  this  distance, 
yet  to  a  heart  that  has  not  lost  all  worship  for  "  the  great  and  the 
old,"  it  is  widely  different.  The  only  good  description  I  have 
ever  seen,  is  in  Byron's  Manfred.  It  is  much  better  than  in  Childe 
Harold. 

"  I  do  remember  me  that  in  my  youth 
When  I  was  wandering ;  upon  such  a  night 
I  stood  within  the  Coliseum's  wall 
'Midst  the  chief  relics  of  Almighty  R*  me  ; 
The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken  arches 
Waxed  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  stars 
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Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin  ;  from  afar 
The  watch-dog  bayed  beyond  the  Tiber  ;  and 
More  near  from  out  the  Caesars'  palace  came 
The  owl's  long  cry,  and  interruptedly 
Of  distant  sentinel's  the  distant  song 
Began  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
Some  cypress  beyond  the  time-worn  beach 
^  Appeared  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 

Within  a  bow -shot  where  the  Caesars  dwelt. 
******** 
And  thou  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 
All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light 
Which  softened  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  desolation,  and  filled  up. 
As  'twere  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries  ; 
Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so. 
And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 
Became  rehgion,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 
With  silent  worship  of  the  great  and  old ! 
The  dead  but  sceptred  sovereigns  who  still  rul& 
Our  spirits  from  their  ruins." 

Trulj  yours. 
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LETTER  XXIX. 

Ruins  and  Epitaphs  in  Rome.  ^IP^ 

Rome,  April,  1843. 

Dear.  E. — To-day  I  have  had  a  beautiful  drive  with  an  Eng- 
glish  gentleman  and  his  lady,  without  the  walls  of  Modern  Rome, 
amid  the  ruins  of  Ancient  Rome,  for  you  know  that  the  city  for- 
merly covered  an  area  of  which  the  present  occupies  but  a  fraction. 
— With  its  declining  splendor  it  contracted  itself,  till,  from  the  mil- 
lions  it  was  supposed  formerly  to  contain,  it  now,  suburbs  and  all, 
counts  scarcely  150,000.  To-day  has  seemed  a  little  more  like 
being  in  Rome.  I  have  been  away  from  the  rattling  of  carriages — 
the  passing  crowd — and  what  is  still  worse,  long  rows  of  gaily  dec- 
orated shops.  I  have  wandered  over  Old  Rome,  and  the  shadows 
of  its  Caesars,  Scipios,  and  haughty  leaders,  have  risen  around  me. 

We  first  drove  to  the  Temple  of  Vesta,  which  is  now  a  Church 
— a  small  orbicular  building,  of  Greek  architecture,  and  sur- 
rounded by  nineteen  Corinthian  columns  of  Parian  marble.  We 
then  passed  on  to  the  tomb  of  Caius  Cestus,  which  is  built  in  the 
form  of  the  Pyramid.  Near  by  is  the  English  Burial  Ground. 
There  I  saw  Shelley's  tomb,  a  plain  marble  tablet  only.  On  it  is 
written : 

PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY.— '  Cor  Cordium.' 

"  Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade. 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange." 

Cor  Cordium, "  heart  of  hearts,"  is  an  allusion  to  the  singular  fact 
that  when  Byron  and  Hunt  burned  his  body  by  the  gulf  of  Spezta, 
his  heart  alone  remained  unconsumed.  With  all  his  scepticism, 
he  was  a  kind-hearted  man.  His  Italian  teacher  was  mine  at 
Genoa,  and  he  told  me  that  Shelley  was  a  nobler  man  than  either 
Byron  or  Hunt.     In  an  adjoining  cemetery  sleeps  John  Keats. 
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A  small  marble  slab,  half  hid  amid  the  long  grass,  stands  over 
the  young  poet.  On  it  is  written,  "  This  grave  contains  all 
that  was  mortal  of  a  young  English  poet,  who,  on  his  death-bed, 
in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart,  at  the  malicious  power  of  his  ene- 
mies, desired  these  words  to  be  engraved  on  his  tomb-stone  : 
*  Here  lies  one  whose  name  was  writ  in  water.' "  Feb.  28,  1821. 
I  stood  alone  over  this  solitary  grave  of  genius  and  wept.  I  have 
read  of  broken  hearts,  but  nothing  ever  indicated  to  me  half  so 
lonely  and  desolate  a  heart,  as  the  dying  language  of  Keats.  So 
utterly  broken  was  his  spirit,  and  so  reckless  his  despair,  that  he 
wanted  to  record  his  own  ruin,  and  have  his  very  tomb-stone  tell 
how  worthless  were  his  life  and  name. 

A  strangely  sensitive  being  he  was,  to  feel  so  deeply  an  unjust 
criticism  that  a  hired  Reviewer  could  publish. 

Oh,  can  one  envious  tongue 
So  blight  and  blast  earth's  holiest  things, 
That  e'en  the  glorious  bard  that  sings, 

Grows  mute — and  all  unstrung, 
His  bleeding,  quivering  heart  gives  o'er, 
And  dies  without  one  effort  more  ? 

'Tis  "  writ,"  as  thou  hast  said, 
Upon  the  cold  gray  marble  there, 
Each  word  of  that  wild,  bitter  prayer, 

On  which  thy  spirit  fled ! 
But  oh,  that  injured  name  is  known, 
"  Far  as  the  birds  of  fame  have  flown." 

Yet  thou  hast  said  aright. 
Thy  name  is  in  the  water  writ, 
For  tears  are  ever  shed  on  it. 

Till  dims  the  aching  sight, 
By  pilgrims  from  each  distant  land. 
Who,  weeping,  round  thy  grave-stone  stand. 

I  plucked  a  flower  that  was  drooping  with  rain-drops  beside  the 
grave  and  turned  away. 

From  this  we  drove  to  the  Basilica  of  St.  Paul,  formerly  one 
of  the  most  magnificent  churches  of  Rome.  In  1829,  on  ♦he 
morning  of  the  16th  of  July,  the  whole  roof  was  seen  to  be  in 
flames,  and  very  soon  fell  with  a  crash  into  the  centre  aisles, 
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where  the  fire  raged  with  such  fury  that  it  calcined  the  rich  col- 
umns of  Parian  marble  near  it,  and  indeed  destroyed  the  great 
part  of  the  Church.  They  are  now  rebuilding  it,  and  some  of 
the  fluted  columns  that  escaped  the  fire,  are  the  most  beautiful  I 
have  ever  seen.  It  will  again  be  a  noble  edifice.  From  this  we 
drove  to  the  far-famed  fountain  of  Egeria.  It  is  a  grotto  in  the 
midst  of  a  meadow  all  overhung  with  foliage.  Within  the  side 
walls  are  several  niches ;  and  at  the  extremity,  a  reclining  statue, 
old  and  mutilated,  often  called  the  statue  of  the  nymph.  But  it 
is  a  male  statue,  and  is  doubtless  that  of  a  river  god.  Here  (so 
runs  the  fable)  the  mortal  and  immortal  used  to  sit  and  discourse 
of  an  earthly  passion,  and  watch  the  moon  and  stars  sailing 
through  the  nightly  heavens.  Numa  and  the  nymph  meeting 
beside  this  fountain  by  moonlight,  and  breathing  into  each  other's 
ears  language  never  repeated  to  mortals,  are  about  all  I  remem- 
ber of  Livy  and  his  hard  sentences.  I  care  not  whether  the  story 
be  true  or  false.     I  agree  with  Byron — 

"  Whatsoe'er  thy  birth, 
Thou  wert  a  beautiful  thought  and  softly  bodied  forth." 

Above  it  stands  the  Temple  of  Bacchus,  and  beyond  crowning 
a  hill,  a  dense  grove  of  olives.  A  company  of  English  ladies 
stood  on  the  green  mound  in  front  of  the  temple,  while  groups 
were  strolling  around  in  the  bright  meadow  gathering  flowers.  It 
was  a  scene  of  beauty.  The  bright  blue  sky,  and  the  exhilara- 
ting air,  and  the  fragrance  of  fields  and  flowers  soon  brought  my 
spirits  up  to  the  enjoying  point. 

The  picturesque  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella  in  ruins — ^the  Circus 
of  Romulus — ^the  Catacombs  of  the  old  city,  where  martyrs  sleep, 
followed  in  quick  succession.  Then  the  Tomb  of  the  Scipios, 
through  whose  dark,  damp  and  silent  chambers  we  passed  by 
candle  light.  Oh  how  strange  over  the  empty  sarcophagi  to  read 
in  the  mouldering  stone,  the  name  of  Scipio,  and  the  date  of  buri- 
ll.  I  had  stood  on  the  solitary  sea-shore,  where  Africanus  sleeps, 
'ind  sighed  over  the  fallen  hero. — But  here  was  a  more  familiar — 
i  family  scene ;  and  I  almost  started  from  the  close  proximity  of 
he  Past.  I  felt  like  one  who  had  ventured  too  far,  and  was  be- 
ioming  too  familiar  with  awful  things. 
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We  then  passed  Caracalla's  Baths,  the  Palace  of  the  Caesars, 
along  the  Appian  Way,  through  the  Sebastian  Gate — passed  by 
the  Coliseum,  under  the  Capitoline  Hill,  by  the  Roman  Forum 
and  its  solemn  ruins — entered  the  city  by  the  ancient  Via  Fla- 
minia,  now  the  gay  Corso,  and  ended  the  day  of  great  remem- 
brances, as  all  days  of  toil  must  be  ended,  in  a  hearty  dinner. 
Yet  all  night  long  I  was  wandering  amid  old  Rome.  Its  mailed 
legions  thundered  along  the  Appian  Way — Cicero,  and  Brutus, 
and  Csesar,  and  Nero,  and  gladiatorial  shows,  and  fierce  battle 
scenes,  danced  through  my  excited  brain  in  most  glorious  confu- 
sion. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXX. 

The  Capitol  and  Vatican. 

Rome,  April  28,  1843. 

Dear  E. — You  may  be  surprised  to  find  these  two  remarkable 
objects  put  in  one  letter,  but  I  am  going  into  no  description  of 
galleries.  I  wish  to  mention  two  or  three  things  only  in  eacli. 
To-day  I  went  to  the  Capitol,  and  after  having  traversed  (he 
length  of  the  Corso  I  came  to  a  noble  flight  of  steps  that  brought 
me  to  the  top  of  the  Capitoline  hill.  The  buildings  on  it  were 
designed  by  Michael  Angelo.  They  stand  in  the  form  of  a  parel- 
lelogram,  with  the  main  flight  of  steps  at  one  end.  At  the  bottom 
of  the  steps  is  the  old  Roman  mile-stone  that  marked  the  first 
mile  of  the  Appian  way.  At  the  top  are  two  statues,  of  Castor 
and  Pollux  standing  beside  their  horses. — In  the  centre  of  the  par- 
allelogram stands  the  bronze  equestrian  statue  of  Marcus  Aure- 
lius,  the  only  one  that  has  been  handed  down  from  antiquity.  It 
is  considered  the  finest  equestrian  statue  in  existence.  It  was 
once  covered  with  gold,  and  spots  of  the  gilding  still  remain. 
The  enthusiastic  love  of  Michael  Angelo  for  it  is  well  known. 
When  it  stood  in  front  of  the  Later  an,  it  was  an  important  object 
amid  the  festivities  that  celebrated  Rienzi's  elevation  to  the  rank 
of  Tribune.  Amid  the  rejoicings  of  that  memorable  day,  wine 
was  made  to  run  out  of  one  nostril  and  water  out  of  the  other. 

The  building  at  the  farther  end  is  the  "  Palace  of  the  Sena- 
tors." In  the  two  side  palaces  are  busts,  statues,  paintings,  &c. 
— many  of  the  deepest  interest.  Among  others,  the  bronze  wolf — 
"the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome" — about  which  so  much 
has  been  written  and  so  much  controversy  expended  in  vain. 
From  all  that  can  be  gathered,  it  is  doubtless  the  one  to  which 
Cicero  more  than  once  alluded.  That  wolf  was  once  struck  with 
lightning  in  the  Capitol,  and  one  leg  of  this  has  evidently  been 
partly  melted  away  in  a  similar  manner. — Said  Cicero,  in  one  of 
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his  memorable  attacks  on  Cataline,  "  Tactus  est  ille  etiam  qui 
banc  urbem  condidit  Romulus  quem  inauratum  in  Capotolio  par- 
vum  atque  lactantem,  uberibus  lupinis  inbiantem  fuisse  meminis- 
tis."  Tbis,  too,  one  of  tbe  objects  of  deepest  reverence,  bad  tbe 
Gods  smitten,  as  an  evidence  of  tbeir  anger.  In  tbe  palace  is  tbe 
famous  "  dying  gladiator."  Tbis  is  one  of  tbose  few  statues  I 
was  not  disappointed  in.  As  I  looked  upon  tbat  manly  dying 
form,  and  caugbt  tbe  mingled  expression  of  pain  and  sorrow  on  bis 
noble  face,  I  could  scarcely  refrain  from  tears.  I  am  vexed  at  tbe 
discussions  of  antiquarians  about  tbis  statue.  I  care  not  wbetber 
it  be  a  fancy  piece,  or  a  slave,  or  a  Gallic  berald,  or  a  dying 
gladiator.  Tbere  be  lies  dying — dying  from  a  wound  a  foe  bas 
given  bim — dying  too  innocent.  His  wbole  expression  tells  of  a 
man  wbo  fougbt  from  necessity,  not  will.  Tbere  is  no  anger  in 
it,  but  tbe  reverse ;  none  of  tbe  fierce  passions  tbat  kindle  in  the 
human  face  when  foe  meets  foe.  Tbe  wbole  countenance  is  be- 
yond expression  mournful.  Tbe  eye  utters  bis  despair,  telling  in 
thrilling  accents  tbat  the  last  hope  of  life  is  given  up — the  slightly 
wrinkled  brow  and  yielding  lip  speak  bis  pain,  while  tbe  clotted 
hair  tells  of  tbe  long  and  exhausting  fight  before  he  fell.  Every 
limb  of  the  noble  form  speaks  of  the  terrible  exertion  it  has  put 
forth  in  the  struggle  for  life.  And  then  over  all  the  face  is  tbat 
dreamy  expression  tbat  shows  tbe  heart  is  far  away  amid  other 
scenes.  How  natural  he  lies  upon  his  arm,  gradually  sinking 
lower  and  lower,  as  the  "  big  drops"  ooze  from  tbe  fountain  of 
life !  I  thought  of  Byron  as  I  stood  beside  it,  and  of  tbe  intense 
feeling  with  which  he  gazed  upon  it.  His  stanzas  are  the  most 
literally  correct  description  ever  written.  He  has  hit  every  ex- 
pression  of  tbe  figure,  and  when  the  "  inhuman  shout"  rung  over 
the  arena  to  bis  victor,  you  know 

"  He  heard  it  but  he  heeded  not — his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart,  and  that  was  far  away ; 
He  recked  not  of  the  Hfe  he  lost  nor  prize, 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Daunhe  lay, 
There  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
There  was  their  Dacian  mother — he  their  sire, 
Butchered  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — 
All  this  rushed  with  his  blood." 

With  one  long  stride  step  into  the  Vatican,  as  tbe  papal  palace, 
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museum,  &c.,  that  join  St.  Peter's,  are  called.  Here  is  Laocoon, 
that  men  have  poetized,  as  well  as  the  dying  gladiator,  and  yet 
it  pleases  me  not.  I  have  a  feeling  of  horror  it  is  true  in  looking 
upon  it,  and  that  is  all.  I  have  no  deep  sympathy  for  Laocoon 
himself.  Master  critics  have  long  ago  settled  the  perfection  of 
the  work.  There  is  life  and  force  in  it.  The  little  child  with 
one  foot  raised  to  press  down  the  folds  of  the  serpent  that  are 
tightening  around  the  other  leg,  is  terribly  true  and  life-like.  But 
the  whole  expression  of  Laocoon  is  that  of  a  weak  man,  utterly 
overcome  with  terror — mastered  more  completely  by  fear  than  a 
strong-minded  man  ever  can  be.  There  seems  no  resistance  left 
in  him,  and  you  feel  that  such  a  character  never  could  die  decent- 
ly.  While  I  admired  the  work,  I  could  not  love  Ihe  character. 
On  the  gladiator's  face  such  utter  terror  never  could  be  written. 
The  sights  that  could  paint  such  fear  on  his  features  do  not  exist. 
I  will  not  attempt  to  take  you  through  the  Vatican.  This  first 
time  I  roamed  through  it  without  guide-book  or  question.  The 
Apollo  Belvidere  and  Laocoon  I  could  not  mistake,  neither  did  I 
wish  any  one  to  tell  me  when  I  came  to  the  Transfiguration. 
The  glorious  figure  of  Christ  in  this  latter  picture,  suspended  in 
mid  heaven,  and  the  wonderful  face,  so  unlike  all  other  faces  ever 
painted  before,  held  me  spell-bound  in  its  presence.  Why  could 
not  the  artist  have  left  out  the  some  dozen  or  more  saints  that  he 
has  placed  below,  gaping  with  astonishment  on  the  wondrous 
spectacle  ?  The  three  shining  figures  beside  the  still  more  ra- 
diant Savior  are  enough  to  complete  the  group.  The  addition 
of  others  destroys  the  simplicity,  and  hence  injure  the  grandeur 
of  the  whole.  It  was  foolish  to  attempt  to  improve  on  the  original 
group.  Yet  I  went  away  vexed  and  irritated.  My  utter  in- 
ability to  see  lialf  as  it  ought  to  be  seen,  prevented  my  enjoying 
any  thing.  Again  and  again  I  strolled  through  its  immense  halls, 
and  can  only  say  it  is  a  forest  of  statuary,  and  ought  to  be  di- 
vided among  the  world.  But  what  shall  I  say  of  the  Vatican  ? 
How  can  I  describe  it  ?  I  cannot — I  can  only  say  it  is  more  than 
1,000  feet  long,  and  nearly  800  wide — that  it  contains  eighi; 
grand  staircases,  200  smaller  ones,  20  courts,  and  4,422  apart- 
ments, and  a  library  no  one  knows  how  large. 

Truly  yours. 


THE  POPE— DON  MIGUEL.  151 


LETTER  XXXI. 

The  Pope — Don  Miguel — Mezzofanti. 

Rome,  April,  1843. 

Dear  E. — To-day  I  received  an  invitation  to  be  presented  to 
his  holiness  the  Pope,  but  as  I  found  that  '  shorts'  and  some  other 
inconvenient  et  ceteras  were  necessary  I  declined.  I  regretted  it 
afterwards,  as  I  found  I  could  have  been  presented  in  my  ordi- 
nary dress.  Whenever  ladies  are  presented,  court  dress  is  not 
required.  A  lady  unexpectedly  became  one  of  the  number  who 
were  to  accompany  our  consul  to  his  holiness,  and  I  could  have 
seen  him  without  the  inconvenience  I  anticipated. 

It  was  a  matter  of  very  little  consequence,  however,  as  I  had 
on  several  occasions  been  within  a  few  feet  of  him  an  hour  at  a 
time,  and  heard  him  speak,  and  got,  as  I  supposed,  a  very  good 
idea  of  the  Man.  He  is  nearly  80  years  of  age,  but  robust  and 
healthy  ;  he  stoops  considerably  and  walks  slowly  ;  yet  when  he 
mounts  his  throne  his  step  is  light  and  elastic  as  that  of  a  young 
man.  He  has  marked  aquiline  features,  a  mild  eye,  and  a  very 
benignant  countenance.  He  was  a  prelate  of  no  distinction,  and 
mounted  to  the  chair  of  St.  Peter  as  many  others  have  done  be- 
fore him,  by  party  strife.  As  soon  as  the  Pope  dies  there  com- 
mences a  furious  struggle  between  the  rival  families  for  the 
throne.  The  only  way  the  Cardinals  can  reconcile  the  factions,  and 
escape  from  their  imprisonment,  often  is  to  fall  on  some  old  and  in- 
different Cardinal  and  elect  him.  The  present  Pope  Gregory  was 
elected  under  these  circumstances.  He  is  not  regarded  as  a  very 
clever  man,  although  he  bears  an  excellent  moral  character. 

I  forgot  to  mention  that  the  other  day  at  some  exercises  in  the 
Sistine  Chapel,  I  saw  Don  Miguel.  He  is  a  very  good-looking 
man  He  now  lives  at  Albano,  fifteen  miles  from  Rome,  whither 
he  has  been  banished  by  the  Pope.     While  he  was  in  power  in 
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Portugal,  he  lavished  his  wealth  on  the  Pope,  who  now,  in  re- 
turn, supports  him  on  a  salary,  it  is  said,  of  $20,000.  The  cause 
of  his  banishment  was  an  insult  he  offered  to  the  wife  of  Prince 
Borghese,  one  of  the  first  families  in  the  Papal  dominions.  She 
was  the  daughter  of  the  famous  Catholic  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
and  with  true  English  spirit,  resented  deeply  the  insult  offered  her. 
Borghese  told  his  Holiness  either  Don  Miguel  must  leave  Rome, 
or  he.  The  Pope,  placed  in  this  dilemma,  exiled  Don  Miguel  fif- 
teen miles  off,  to  the  beautiful  hill  of  Albano,  from  whence  he 
drives  into  town  no  oftener  than  he  wishes. 

There  is  a  singular  custom  here  during  Holy  Week.  Pilgrims 
from  every  quarter  journey  on  foot  during  Easter  to  Rome,  for 
which  they  are  enteiiained  at  the  Church  of  the  "  Trinita" — their 
feet  washed  by  distinguished  individuals,  who  also  serve  them  at 
table,  and  finally  put  them  nicely  to  bed.  They  are  the  com- 
pletest  set  of  ragamuffins  you  ever  beheld,  and  it  is  really  revolt- 
ing to  look  at  their  nasty  feet.  A  few  nights  since  Don  Miguel 
attended  in  one  of  the  convents  attached  to  the  Church,  and 
washed  and  served  several  of  these  lousy  beggars.  Great  merit 
is  attached  to  this  act,  and  Don  Miguel  expects,  doubtless,  to 
wash  out,  in  this  way,  some  of  his  peccadilloes,  of  which  there  is 
any  quantity.  The  next  night,  some  friends  and  myself  jumped 
into  a  carriage  at  St.  Peter's,  and  rode  down  to  see  the  perform- 
ance. The  pilgrims  all  sat  in  a  row,  on  an  elevated  bench, 
with  each  a  wooden  dish  under  his  feet.  There  is  no  humbug 
about  this  washing,  as  there  is  in  the  Pope's  washing  the  disci- 
ples' feet.  The  dirt  on  these  beggars  is,  as  Carlyle  would  say, 
well  authenticated  dirt,  and  it  is  no  joke  to  remove  it.  Two  Car- 
dinals were  among  the  washers  ;  and  to  my  surprise,  one  of  them 
I  observed  to  be  Cardinal  Mezzofanti,  the  greatest  linguist  in  the 
world.  He  speaks  fifty-two  different  languages.  His  acquire- 
ments alone  have  obtained  for  him  a  Cardinal's  hat  and  Post-Mas- 
tership of  Rome. 

The  Pope  attributes  his  knowledge  of  languages  to  a  miracu- 
lous gift.  Conversing  to-day  with  a  priest  on  the  subject— a 
friend  of  Mezzofanti — he  told  me  that  Mezzofanti  himself  attrib- 
utes his  power  in  acquiring  languages  to  the  divine  influence. 
He  says  that  when  an  obscure  priest  in  the  North  of  Italy,  he 
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was  called  one  day  to  confess  two  foreigners  condenined  for  pi- 
racy who  were  to  be  executed  next  day.  On  entering  their  cell 
he  found  them  unable  to  understand  a  word  he  uttered.  Over- 
whelmed  with  the  thought  that  the  criminals  should  leave  this 
world  without  the  benefits  of  religion,  he  returned  to  his  room 
resolved  to  acquire  their  language  before  morning.  He  accom- 
plished  his  task,  and  next  day  confessed  them  in  their  own  tongue. 
From  that  time  on,  he  says,  he  has  had  no  difficulty  in  mastering 
the  most  difficult  language.  The  purity  of  his  motive  in  the  first 
place,  he  thinks,  influenced  the  Deity  to  assist  him  miraculously. 
A  short  time  since  a  Swede,  who  could  speak  a  patois  peculiar  to 
a  certain  province  of  Sweden,  called  on  him,  and  addressed  him 
m  that  dialect.  Mezzofanti  had  never  heard  it  before,  and  seemed 
very  much  interested.  He  invited  him  to  call  on  him  often,  which 
he  did,  while  the  conversation  invariably  turned  on  this  dialect. 
At  length  the  Swede  calling  one  day,  heard  himself,  to  his  amaze- 
ment, addressed  in  this  difficult  patois.  He  inquired  of  the  Car- 
dinal, who  had  been  his  master,  for  he  thought,  he  said,  there  was 
no  man  in  Rome  who  would  speak  that  language  but  himself. 
"  I  have  had  no  one,"  he  replied,  "  but  yourself — I  never  forget 
a  word  I  hear  once.''  If  this  be  true,  he  has  a  miraculous  mem- 
ory  at  all  events.  This  the  priest  told  me  he  had  from  Mezzo- 
fanti himself.     At  home  this  would  be  headed  "  Strange  if  true." 

I  forgot  to  say,  while  speaking  of  the  ceremony  of  washing 
the  pilgrims'  feet,  that  there  is  a  separate  apartment  in  the  same 
building  for  the  females,  and  that  princesses  are  sometimes  seen 
engaged  in  this  menial  office.  Every  one  so  washed  receives  a 
certificate  of  it,  and  if  he  wishes,  a  medal  entitling  him  to  leg. 

At  the  ceremony  of  washing  there  were  several  pilgrims  that 
were  mere  boys,  who  seemed  frightened  enough  at  the  sudden  no- 
toriety they  had  acquired.  One  little  fellow  in  particular  at- 
tracted my  notice.  He  was  half  frightened  and  half  roguish ; 
and  between  the  curious  gaze  of  the  spectators,  the  odd  position  he 
was  in,  and  the  Cardinal  in  his  awful  robes  at  his  feet ;  his  coun- 
tenance had  a  half  scared,  half  comic  look,  and  his  eye  rolled 
from  the  Cardinal  to  the  spectators,  and  back  again  in  such  queer 
bewilderment  that  it  quite  upset  my  gravity,  and  I  indulged  in  one 
of  Leather  Stocking's  long  silent  laughs.  Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXXII. 

New  Mode  of  Selling  Milk— Lake  Tartarus— Adrian's  Villa— Tivoh. 

TivoLi,  April,  1843. 
Ivf  Dear  E. — This  morning,  for  once  at  least,  I  was  up  before  the 
sun.  A  gentleman  who  formerly  held  an  appointment  under  our 
Government  and  finally  married  a  wealthy  English  lady  and  spent 
his  time  in  travelling,  promised  to  call  and  take  me  in  his  carriage 
with  him  and  his  lady  to  Tivoli.  Of  course  I  was  sure  not  to 
keep  them  waiting,  but  was  up  betimes,  and  by  means  of  it  I 
made  a  remarkable  discovery  which  I  give  for  the  exclusive  bene- 
fit of  New-Yorkers. 

Morning  after  morning  I  had  been  awakened  by  a  shrill  signal 
whistle  under  my  windows,  and  what  it  could  mean  at  that 
early  hour  would  always  puzzle  me  till  1  fell  asleep  again.  This 
morning  as  I  opened  the  windows  and  stepped  out  upon  the  bal- 
cony (and  by  the  way  windows  here  are  never  made  to  raise,  but 
to  open  like  a  double  door),  I  was  greeted  by  this  same  shrill 
whistle  ringing  directly  beneath  me.  I  looked  down,  and  lo,  it 
was  the  milkman's  cry.  A  boy  had  driven  to  the  door  six  or 
seven  goats,  and  with  his  fingers  in  his  mouth  was  whistling  out  the 
servant.  In  a  few  moments  she  appeared  with  her  pint  cup,  which 
he  took,  and  stepping  up  behind  the  goats  milked  it  full,  received 
his  penny  and  drove  on.  Under  a  palace  directly  opposite  I  saw 
three  cows  standing  in  the  same  way,  the  boy  who  drove  them 
whistling  away  till  the  servant  appeared,  when  he  milked  the 
measure  full,  and  then  passed  on  towards  the  Corso.  This  plan, 
you  perceive,  introduced  into  New- York,  would  effectually  pre- 
vent watering  the  milk ;  and  give  it  always  fresh  and  pure  from 
the  fountain-head. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  carriage  drove  up,  and  under  as  bright  a 
sky  as  ever  bent  over  the  Csesars  we  rattled  out  of  the  city.    We 
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passed  San  Lorenzo  gate,  and  trotted  along  the  "  Via  Tiburtina," 
crossed  the  Anio,  and  finally  fetched  up  by  the  monument  of 
"  Giula  Stemma."  I  will  not  describe  it.  At  length  the  walls 
on  either  side  of  the  way,  built  entirely  of  petrifactions,  reminded 
us  that  we  were  in  the  vicinity  of  Lake  Tartarus,  "  Lago  di  Tar- 
taro,"  the  petrifying  qualities  of  whose  waters  furnish  the  stone 
called  travertine.  Its  sulphur  stench  was  Tartarian  enough,  and 
at  length  it  sparkled  on  our  sight,  a  mere  pond,  in  the  midst  of  a 
large  field.  Petrifying  its  own  borders,  it  has  contracted  its  limits 
till  it  bids  fair  to  petrify  itself  to  death  and  become  a  stone  lake. 
The  rocks  around  it  are  all  formed  from  moss  and  turf  and  masses 
of  cane,  whose  tubes  still  remain  in  the  stone.  Remembring  a 
certain  brother  of  mine  who  has  a  perfect  mania  for  odd  speci- 
mens of  this  sort,  and  who  had  never  failed  in  every  letter  to  in- 
sinuate in  no  ambiguous  language  that  he  supposed  I  would  "  for- 
get to  pick  up  some  old  stones  "  for  him,  I  loaded  down  the  car- 
riage with  fragments  of  rock  to  my  particular  discomfort. 

Leaving  this  we  came  to  the  Solfatara  (sulphur)  canal.  The 
odor  from  this  stream,  which  drains  the  ancient  Aqua  Albulae, 
was  still  stronger  than  from  Tartarus.  This  canal  is  nine  feet 
broad,  two  feet  deep,  and  two  miles  long,  and  the  water  that  flows 
rapidly  through  it  is  almost  of  the  color  of  milk.  The  Aqua  Al- 
bulae is  about  a  mile  distant,  and  by  its  petrifying  qualities  has 
contracted  itself  from  a  mile  in  circumference  to  500  feet.  Near 
by  are  the  Baths  of  Agrippa,  patronized  by  Augustus  and  en- 
larged by  Queen  Zenobia,  who  was  permitted  to  retire  to  Tivoli 
with  her  children,  after  she  had  graced  the  triumphal  entry  of  the 
ravager  of  Palmyra  into  Rome. 

A  little  distance  from  the  road  stands  the  ruins  of  Adrian's  villa 
— the  most  picturesque  and  imposing  of  any  in  Italy.  They  sur- 
pass those  of  the  Palace  of  the  Ceesars.  This  villa  was  over- 
thrown during  the  siege  of  Tibur  by  Totila.  I  will  not  describe 
to  you  the  old  Greek  Theatre  with  its  ruined  Procenium  ;  nor  the 
beautiful  Nymphaeum;  nor  the  Pecile,  600  feet  long,  with  its 
double  row  of  columns  still  standing,  nor  the  imperial  Palace,  nor 
the  old  barracks  of  the  Pretorian  guards — nor  the  grand  Serapeon 
of  Canopus,  nor  the  beautiful  Vale  of  Tempe — nor  the  prome- 
nades of  the  poets  and  philosophers  who  used  to  loiter  in  their 
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green  shades.  I  will  leave  you  in  ignorance  of  them  all.  You 
cannot  appreciate  them  unless  you  wander  in  "  propria  persona  " 
amid  their  haunted  shades,  with  the  dark  cypress  waving  above 
you  and  the  spirit  of  the  Past  whispering  in  your  ear. 

Amid  these  ruins  were  found  all  the  Egyptian  antiquities  in  the 
Roman  Capitol — the  beautiful  Mosaic  of  Pliny's  Doves;  and  the 
Venus  di  Medici.  The  road  from  hence  up  to  Tivoli  (the  ancient 
Tibur)  is  through  the  most  venerable  olive  grove  I  have  ever 
seen.  Between  its  dark  foliage  you  get  a  glimpse  now  and  then 
of  the  Roman  Campagna,  stretching  on  toward  the  sea — toward 
the  eternal  city — and  the  Sabine  Hills.  I  should  like  to  run  on 
awhile  about  this  ancient  Tibur  throned  on  its  beautiful  hill. 
Horace  was  accustomed  to  spend  much  of  his  time  here,  and 
wrote  enthusiastically  of  its  beauty.  Not  the  broad  Lacsedcemon, 
said  he,  nor  the  rich  fields  of  Larissse  strike  me  so  much 

"  Quam  domus  AlbunesB  resonantis, 
Et  preceps  Anio ;  et  Tiburiii  lucus  et  uda 
Mobilibus  pomaria  rivis." 

Here  he  would  sit  and  compose  his  verses,  and  prayed  that  it 
might  be  the  retreat  of  his  old  age.  But  a  truce  to  Horace.  I 
like  him  not  and  never  did.  His  heartless  lines  ran  in  my  head 
all  the  while  I  was  on  the  track  of  his  journey  to  Brundsuium,  on 
which  the  lazy,  voluptuous  sneerer  lingered.  He  always  ap- 
pears to  my  imagination  like  a  little,  thin,  weasle-faced  man,  strut- 
ting slip-shod  along,  turning  up  his  nose  to  mankind,  and  loving 
wine  and  women  as  much  as  the  latter  feared  him. 

As  I  ascended  the  long  hill  toward  the  town,  I  thought  more  of 
the  royal  Zenobia  than  of  all  the  emperors  and  poets  that  ever 
lived  here.  As  she  stood  and  looked  off  on  the  same  valley 
on  which  I  was  gazing — now  so  desolate — ^then  so  magnificent 
with  temples  and  palaces,  how  often  she  sighed  for  her  queenly 
Palmyra — ^the  beauty  of  the  desert.  Her  realm  exchanged  for 
the  Tiburtine  hill,  and  a  throne  for  the  irksome  kindness  of  a 
haughty  captor,  was  enough  to  break  her  queenly  heart.  But 
let  us  enter  Tivoli,  once  the  head-quarters  of  the  Ghibelline  chiefs, 
and  afterward  of  Rienzi,  in  his  expedition  against  Palestrina.  It 
i§  a  dirty,  contemptible  little  city  of  17,000  inhabitants.    Its  sUu- 
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ation  is  highly  picturesque,  but  its  climate  so  unhealthy  that  the 
popular  distich  runs, 

"  Tivoli  di  mal  confoilo 

O,  Piove,  o  lira  vento,  o  suona  a  morto," 

which  perhaps  might  be  rendered  thus : 

**  Oh  Tivoli !  small  comforts  in  thy  climate  dwell, 
Where  blows  the  wind,  or  rains,  or  tolls  the  funeral  knell." 

The  morals  of  the  inhabitants  may  be  gathered  from  the  fact 
that  in  the  year  1838,  out  of  a  population  of  17,000  there  were 
brought  before  the  magistrate  of  the  district  1,500  cases  of  fights, 
in  which  180  persons  were  dangerously  wounded,  and  22  killed. 

The  same  ratio  of  crime  in  New-York,  putting  the  population 
at  half  a  million,  would  give  45,000  fights  during  the  year,  5,400 
persons  dangerously  wounded,  and  660  murders.  At  home  this 
would  be  headed  "  Horrible  state  of  public  morals." 

But  I  beg  pardon :  T  came  here  to  see  its  water- falls,  the  most 
beautiful  with  the  exception  of  Terni  in  the  south  of  Europe. 
However,  the  Tivolians  deserve  this  exposure  for  the  villanous 
dinner  they  gave  me.  I  will  not  bore  you  with  the  description 
of  the  ruined  villas  and  temples  that  attract  the  traveller  to  Tivoli. 
I  will  mention  but  one — the  Temple  of  the  Tihurtine  Syhil,  perched 
on  a  cliff  overhanging  the  valley  of  the  cascades.  It  is  a  circular 
temple  surrounded  with  an  open  portico  of  18  columns,  ten  of 
which  remain.  Standing  on  that  eminence,  with  its  fine  proper- 
tions  and  ancient  classical  look,  it  forms  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
images  I  ever  contemplated.  As  we  emerged  from  the  narrow 
path  on  to  the  platform  of  rock,  which  forms  its  base,  we  saw  a 
table  spread  and  an  English  company  sitting  around  it,  who  had 
ordered  their  dinner  to  be  brought  to  this  picturesque  spot. — There 
they  sat  eating  under  the  shadow  of  the  Temple  of  the  Tihurtine 
Sybil,  with  the  gulf  beneath  them,  and  the  roar  of  the  water- falls 
in  their  ears.  English  like  : — they  can  eat  any  where.  Stand- 
ing on  the  edge  of  this  cliff,  the  chief  waterfall  of  the  Anio  is  full 
in  view  a  little  to  the  left,  on  the  other  side  of  the  gulf.  Right 
out  from  the  green  hills  it  leaps,  100  feet  into  the  mass  of  ver- 
dure below.  From  the  moment  it  starts  it  shows  a  belt  of  foam, 
and  from  the  disordered  rocks  where  it  strikes,  springs  a  rainbow, 
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ike  a  being  of  light,  starting  for  the  skies.  The  form  of  the  hill& 
— the  deep  verdure  contrasting  with  the  ruins  around — ^the  clas- 
sic air  hovering  over  all — combine  to  render  it  a  spot  of  singular 
wildness  and  beauty. 

From  this  Sybilline  Temple,  a  winding  narrow  path  descends 
into  the  gulf  and  mounts  the  other  side  to  the  top  of  the  water- 
fall.  Adown  this  we  descended,  stopping  at  intervals  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  foaming  track  of  the  "  Cascatella,"  and  hear  the 
roar  of  its  vexed  waters.  At  length  we  reached  the  grotto  of 
Neptune,  a  black  cavern  into  which  the  cataract  formerly  emp- 
tied itself  from  the  high  wall  of  rock  above  it.  The  inundation 
of  1826  changed  the  course  of  the  river  and  now  a  dark  wild 
stream  alone  hurries  through  it.  From  this  deep  gulf  the  view 
of  the  Sybilline  Temple  standing  in  its  beautiful  proportions  high 
above — in  the  portico  of  which,  looking  down  on  us,  were  gath- 
ered a  group  of  English  ladies,  twirling  their  bonnets  in  their 
hands,  and  looking  as  if  they  might  be  the  ancient  Sybils  returned 
to  their  homes — ^the  massive  rocks  around,  and  the  singing  of  the 
water- falls  in  our  ears,  with  the  wizard-like  names  of  the  Syren's 
and  Neptune's  grotto,  attached  to  the  caverns  over  which  we  were 
leaning — combined  to  render  it  for  the  moment  a  scene  of  en- 
chantment. 

The  water,  before  it  takes  its  leap,  passes  through  two  artifi- 
cial tunnels,  cut  side  by  side,  through  the  solid  rock,  in  which 
the  English  lady  and  myself  awoke  the  echoes  with  our  mirth. 
I  do  not  know  why  it  is,  but  I  never  get  into  a  cavern  or  dark 
hideous  hole  without  an  irresistible  impulse  to  halloo  till  all  rings 
again.  From  this  point  we  took  donkeys  and  rode  around  the 
semicircular  hill  to  get  a  view  of  the  series  of  cascades  unseen 
before  ;  that  come  springing  one  after  another  into  sunlight  right 
out  from  the  bosom  of  the  green  foliage.  As  we  passed  along, 
first  spray,  like  mist  boiling  up  from  the  earth,  would  appear,  hov- 
ering in  the  air — and  then  the  laughing  Iris  bowing  to  the  green 
banks  beyond,  and  then  the  rapid  shoot  of  the  stream.  It  was  a 
succession  of  surprises. 

Returning  we  fell  in  with  the  suite  of  a  Venetian  Prince  that 
had  haunted  us  ever  since  we  left  Naples— -dining  where  we 
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dined — sleeping  where  we  slept,  and  by  some  strange  fatalit}! 
visiting  galleries  and  ruins  the  same  day  we  visited  them. 

Speaking  of  the  donkey  ride  reminds  me  that  I  have  omitte® 
a  curious  specimen  of  this  mode  of  travelling  which  I  witnessed 
this  morning  near  the  famous  Plautian  Tomb.  On  a  little  mouse, 
colored  donkey,  a  trifle  larger  than  a  Newfoundland  dog,  shaggy 
and  meek,  were  mounted  a  burly  man  and  his  wife,  both  astraddle, 
with  the  wojiian  hefore  and  the  rnan  behind.  The  docile  little  fel- 
low went  ambling  along,  picking  up  carefully  his  slender  feet,  and 
with  his  long  ears  flapping  over  his  face  looking  as  unconscious 
and  innocent  as  a  lamb. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXXin. 

An  Improvisatrice — Ascent  of  St.  Peter's. 

Rome,  April. 
Dear  E. — I  have  just  returned  from  hearing  an  Improvisa- 
trice. Bah  ! — what  a  world  of  disappointment.  I  had  read  Co- 
rinna  till  I  expected  to  behold  in  an  Italian  Improvisatrice  an  em- 
bodied  inspiration.  She  sung  to  a  small  audience  in  one  of  the 
rooms  of  the  Theatre  Argentina.  An  Urn  was  left  at  the  door, 
in  which  every  one,  who  wished,  dropped  on  a  bit  of  paper 
the  subject  he  wished  her  to  improvise.  This  Urn  was  to  be 
handed  to  the  Improvisatrice,  from  which  she  must  draw,  by 
chance,  the  number  of  topics  she  was  to  render  into  verse  during 
the  evening.  I  sat  all  on  the  "  qui  vive,''  waiting  her  appear- 
ance, expecting  to  see  enter  a  tall,  queenly  beauty,  with  the  speak- 
ing lip  and  flashing  eye  uttering  poetry  even  in  their  repose.  I 
expected  more,  from  the  fact  that  these  inspired  birds  are  getting 
rare  even  in  Italy,  and  this  was  the  second  opportunity  there  had 
been  of  hearing  one  during  the  entire  year.  Well,  at  last  she 
came,  a  large,  gross-looking  woman,  somewhere  between  thirty- 
five  and  fifty  years  of  age,  and  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff.  She  as- 
cended the  platform,  somewhat  embarrassed,  and  sat  down :  the 
Urn  was  handed  her,  from  which  she  drew  seven  or  eight  papers, 
and  reeid  the  subjects  written  upon  them.  They  were  a  motley 
mess  enough  to  turn  into  poetry  in  the  full  tide  of  song.  I  looked 
at  her  somewhat  staggered,  and  wished  very  much  to  ask  her, 
if,  (as  we  say  at  home)  she  did  not  want  to  back  out  of  the  under- 
taking. However,  she  started  off  boldly  and  threw  off  verse  after 
verse  with  astonishing  rapidity.  After  she  had  finished  she  sat 
down,  wiped  the  perspiration  from  her  forehead,  while  a  man, 
ooking  more  like  Bacchus  than  Cupid,  brought  her  a  cup  of  nec- 
ar  in  the  shape  of  Coffee,  which  she  coolly  sipped  before  the 
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audience,  and  then  read  the  next  topic  and  commenced  again. 
Between  each  effort  came  the  Coffee.  Some  of  the  subjects  were 
unpoetical  enough,  and  staggered  her  prodigiously.  The  "  spav- 
ined dactyls"  would  not  budge  an  inch,  and  she  would  stop — 
smite  her  forehead — go  back — take  a  new  start,  and  try  to  spur 
over  the  chasm  with  a  boldness  that  half  redeemed  her  failures ; 
sometimes  it  required  three  or  four  distinct  efforts  before  she  could 
clear  it.  ^he  large  drops  of  moisture  that  oozed  from  her  fore- 
head, in  the  excitement,  formed  miniature  rivulets  down  her 
cheeks,  till  I  exclaimed  to  myself,  well  there  is  _perspiration  there, 
whether  there  be  aspiration  or  not ;  and,  after  all,  who  can  tell 
the  difference. 

I  will  do  her  the  justice,  however,  to  say  that  her  powers  of 
versification,  in  some  instances,  were  almost  miraculous.  She 
would  glide  on  without  a  pause,  minding  the  difficulties  of  rhythm, 
rhyme  and  figures,  no  more  than  Apollo  himself.  Columbus  was 
one  of  her  subjects,  and  she  burst  forth,  (I  give  the  sentiment 
only,)  "  Who  is  he,  that,  with  pallid  countenance  and  neglected 
beard,  enters,  sad  and  thoughtful,  through  the  City's  gates.  The 
crowd  gaze  on  him  as,  travel-worn,  he  walks  along,  and  ask, 
*  Who  is  he  V — Christopher  Colombo,  is  the  answer.  They  turn 
away,  for  'tis  an  unknown  name."  Then,  with  a  sudden  fling, 
she  changed  the  measure,  and  standing  on  the  bow  of  his  boat, 
fiae:  in  hand,  the  bold  adventurer  strikes  the  beach  of  a  New 
World.  The  change  from  the  slow,  mournful  strain  she  first 
pursued,  to  the  triumphant  bounding  measure  on  which  the  boat 
of  the  bold  Italian  met  the  shore,  was  like  an  electric  shock,  and 
the  house  rung  with  "  brava,  brava."  But,  alas  !  there  was  no 
Corinna  there  ;  I  had  rather  heard  the  fair,  proud-looking  pianist 
that  accompanied  her. 

In  the  afternoon  I  drove  with  some  friends  to  St.  Peter's  for  the 

purpose  of  mounting  to  the  top.     No  one  can  ascend  it  without  an 

order  from  the  office  of  the  Cardinal  Secretary  of  State.     This 

order  is  obtained  by  a  paper  from  somebody  else,  I  forget  whom. 

This  paper  my  friend  had  sent  me,  with  the  request  to  send  and 

get  the  order.     I  put  it  in  my  pocket  with  the  full  determination 

to  do  as  he  requested.     But  just  as  our  carriage  was  driving  up 

to  the  magnificent  steps  of  St.  Peter's  he  asked  if  I  had  the  order. 
12 
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I  slowly  pulled  forth  the  paper  from  the  spot  where  it  had  lain 
snugly  for  two  or  three  days,  and  shook  my  head.  '^  Then  we 
are  done  for  it,"  said  he.  I  had  no  apology  to  make — there  sat 
his  lady,  who  had  taken  all  this  trouble  for  nothing.  "  Never 
mind,"  said  he,  "  let  us  try  what  we  can  do  without  an  order." 

We  went  to  the  Sacristan  who  kept  the  door,  and  told  him  our 
case,  and  plead  to  have  the  regulation  dispensed  with,  but  he  was 
inexorable.  I  asked  him  if  he  could  bear  to  have  tft  return  to 
our  own  country,  after  having  come  so  far,  without  ascending  St. 
Peter's.  "Mi  fa  niente  ma  non  posso  permitterlo."  "It  is  noth- 
ing to  me,  but  I  cannot  allow  it."  I  then  appealed  to  his  gal- 
lantry, and  made  up  a  long  story  about  the  lady  on  my  arm. 
"  Mi  rincresce  moltissimo,  signore,  ma  non  e  possibile,"  "  I  am  very 
sorry,  sir,  but  I  can't  help  it,"  was  all  I  could  get  out  of  him. 
I  then  undertook  to  bribe  him,  but  it  was  of  no  use.  He  was  the 
first  Italian  door-keeper  I  had  seen  money  would  not  buy.  "  Never 
mind,"  said  Mr. ,  "  I  understand  that  some  of  these  Sacris- 
tans keep  permissions  to  sell."  Off  he  started,  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes returned  with  one  tliat  cost  just  4  pauls — a  half  a  dollar.  I 
handed  it  to  the  Sacristan,  and  said,  "  There,  will  that  do  ?" — 
Oh,  you  would  have  shouted  at  the  look  of  blank  astonishment 
with  which  he  regarded  me.  It  was  all  right,  signed  and  sealed 
as  his  Holiness  directs,  but  said  he,  "  Did  you  not  write  it  your- 
self?" "What!"  said  I,  "  forge  that  seal  ?"  pointing  to  the 
Cardinal's  signet.  He  shook  his  head — "  but  where  did  you  get 
it  ?"  "  St.  Peter  gave  it  to  me,"  I  replied.  (He  opened  his  eyes 
still  wider) — "  He  did  not  wish  me  to  leave  his  church  without 
seeing  its  wonders."  "  II  Santo  Pietro  e  piu  generoso  di  le." 
"  Pass  on,"  said  the  old  man,  with  an  ominous  shake  of  the  head, 
and  we  began  to  mount.  The  ascent  to  the  top  of  the  roof  is  so 
gradual  that  horses  pass  up  and  down  with  loads.  On  the  roof 
the  houses  of  the  workmen  scattered  around  look  like  a  little  vil- 
lage. 

The  Dome  is  double  and  you  ascend  between  the  double  walls. 
Every  now  and  then  a  door  lets  you  through  to  the  inside,  where 
there  is  a  narrow  path  on  which  to  walk,  and  gaze  down — down 
on  the  pigmies  that  are  crawling  over  the  dim  pavement  below. 
The  enormous  statues  are  dwindled  to  a  point,  and  the  smoke  of 
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incense  throws  a  haze  like  a  summer  atmosphere  over  the  wealth 
of  marble  beneath.  The  concave  of  the  Dome  is  wrought  in  Mosaic, 
representing  virgins  and  saints,  &c.  From  the  pavement  it  seems 
to  be  the  finest  of  work,  while  here  the  stones  are  large  as  the  end 
of  your  thumb.  The  sentence  in  Mosaic,  "  Tu  es  Petrus,"  &c., 
(Thou  art  Peter,)  which  is  barely  visible  from  below,  is  found  to 
be  composed  of  letters  six  feet  long.  An  American  Vandal  had 
been  here  a  few  days  before,  and  in  order  to  carry  away  a  me- 
mento of  the  Dome,  had  gouged  out  one  of  the  eyes  of  a  saint 
with  his  jack-knife. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  the  view  from  the  top.  The 
Mediterranean,  blue  and  dim,  in  the  distance  on  the  one  side,  the 
Albano,  the  Sabine  and  Volscian  hills  on  the  other ;  Rome,  the 
Coliseum,  Forum,  the  winding  Tiber,  palaces  and  temples,  im- 
mortal each  with  its  history,  and  all  grand  and  mighty  with  the 
Past,  were  too  much  for  one  glance.  The  mind  became  perfectly 
stupified  with  the  crowd  of  images  and  emotions  that  overwhelmed 
it.  Glorious  old  Rome,  that  "  coup  d^cEil,^^  has  become  a  part 
of  my  existence.     It  is  daguerreotyped  on  my  heart  for  ever. 

Now  for  a  chapter  of  statistics.  I  hate  them,  but  in  no  other 
way  can  you  get  an  idea  of  the  size  of  St.  Peter's.  I  will  not 
give  you  feet  and  inches,  but  say  that  if  Trinity  Church  is  fin- 
ished on  the  plan  with  which  it  was  commenced  you  could  pile 
about  12  of  them  into  St.  Peter's,  and  have  considerable  room  left 
for  walking  about. — ^By  taking  off  the  steeples  you  could  arrange 
two  rows  of  them  in  the  Church,  three  in  a  row,  then  clap  on  the 
steeples  again  under  the  Dome  and  they  would  reach  a  trifle 
more  than  half  way  to  the  top.  You  could  put  two  churches 
like  the  Trinity  under  the  Dome  and  have  the  entire  nave  of  the 
Church,  and  both  side  aisles  wholly  unoccupied.  Take  three 
Astor  Houses  and  place  them  lengthwise,  and  they  would  nearly 
extend  the  length  of  the  inside  of  St.  Peter's — make  a  double  row 
of  them  and  they  would  fill  it  up  half  way  to  the  roof  pretty  snug. 
Thirty  or  forty  common  churches  could  be  stowed  away  in  it 
w^ithout  much  trouble,  and  the  four  columns  that  support  the 
Dome  are  each  larger  than  an  ordinary  dwelling  house.  But 
this  is  nothing — the  marble — the  statuary — ^the  costly  tombs — the 
architecture — the  art  are  indescribable.  Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXXIV. 

Artists'  Fete. 

Rome,  April. 

Dear  E. — To-day  has  been  the  great  fete  day  of  the  Artist* 
of  Rome.  I  have  endeavored  in  vain  to  discover  the  origin  oi 
design  of  this  oddest  of  all  anniversaries  in  the  imperial  city.  It 
is  conlfined  to  no  nation,  but  embraces  the  artists  of  every  land 
who  wish  to  partake  of  its  festivities  and  fooleries.  For  several 
days  previous  books  are  kept  open  at  the  Greek  Cafe  for  those 
strangers  who  wish  to  enter  their  names  as  members  on  the  occa- 
sion, and  who  receive  in  return  a  blue  ribbon  to  wear  as  a  badge 
during  the  festivities.  The  place  of  carousal  is  about  ten  miles 
from  the  city  in  the  open  Campagna.  The  location  is  as  odd  as 
the  celebration  that  honors  it.  To  be  sheltered  from  the  sun,  if 
it  be  a  bright  Italian  day,  and  to  be  protected  from  the  wet,  if  it 
be  a  rainy  one,  they  have  selected  the  ancient  Quarries  of  Rome 
for  their  festive  hall.  These  Quarries  are  the  interior  of  a  slight 
eminence  hollowed  out  into  chambers  and  arches  by  the  gradual 
excavations  of  former  centuries.  The  dining-hall  is  an  old  forsa- 
ken ruin  near  by.  At  eight  o'clock  they  meet  from  every  part 
of  the  city  in  front  of  St.  Maria  Maggiore,  to  form  their  proces- 
sion. First  comes  a  cart  and  oxen,  garlanded  for  the  occasion, 
on  which  is  throned  the  President,  dressed  like  nothing  you  ever 
beheld,  and  after  him  the  motley  group  of  artists  and  their  friends, 
to  the  amount  of  several  hundred.  Each  has  his  costume,  and 
one  would  think  they  had  not  studied  the  old  paintings  in  vain. 
Such  out  of  the  way  and  yet  often  picturesque  garbs  could  be 
found  in  no  country  except  Italy — and  then  the  animals  they  ride, 
some  are  horses,  some  mules,  and  some  the  smallest,  most  villain- 
ous looking  donkeys  Rome  can  furnish. 

My  friend  and  myself  did  not  accompany  the  procession  out, 
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but  walked  up  to  view  the  baths  of  Dioclesian,  and  from  them  to 
the  San  Lorenzo  gate,  expecting  to  catch  a  return  hack.  Soon 
one  came  up,  and  I  hailed  the  driver,  asking  him  what  he  would 
demand  to  take  us  out  to  the  fete.  Just  then  it  began  to  sprinkle 
—the  first  few  drops  of  a  heavy  shower.  The  fellow  looked  as 
if  he  thought  he  had  caught  us,  and  his  management  you  may 
take  as  a  perfect  illustration  of  an  Italian's  mode  of  making  a 
bargain — with  foreigners.  He  demanded  just  double  of  an  ex- 
traordinary price,  so  I  offered  him  half.  No — he  wouldn't  lis- 
ten to  it — and  after  some  altercation  I  told  him  to  drive  on,  I 
could  do  without  him.  He  then  fell  a  third,  but  I  persisted  in 
my  first  offer,  and  bade  him  go  on.  He  drew  up  his  reins  and 
started  off.  But  just  before  he  turned  an  angle  in  the  road  which 
concealed  him  from  view,  he  pulled  up  and  hallooed  to  know  if  I 
would  go  for  so  much,  naming  a  trifle  less.  I  shook  my  head, 
and  he  vanished  from  sight.  "  There,"  said  my  friend,  "  we  are 
now  in  a  pretty  fix — raining  like  a  storm,  and  no  way  of  getting 
to  the  fete  or  to  the  city."  But  I  knew  my  man,  and  replied, 
"  Do  you  suppose  he  has  really  gone  ?  In  three  minutes  he  will 
be  back,"  and  true  enough  the  next  moment  a  pair  of  black 
horses  trotted  into  view,  and  our  friend  pulled  up  where  we  stood 
to  drive  another  bargain.  He  fell  still  more  from  his  original 
price,  and  began  to  praise  his  vehicle  and  show  us  all  its  comforts, 
especially  in  a  rain  storm. 

I  was  vexed  at  the  fellow's  impudence,  and  coolly  asked, 
"  Why  have  you  returned  ?  I  am  not  anxious  at  all  to  have  your 
carriage  ;  you  had  better  drive  back  to  the  city,  or  you  will  lose 
the  opportunity  of  taking  some  one  else."  He  drew  up  his  reins 
with  all  the  hauteur  of  an  old  Roman,  and  cracking  his  whip  drove 
away  with  an  air  that  said,  as  plainly  as  actions  could  say  it, 
"  Good  day,  sir — this  is  the  last  you  will  see  of  me."  After  he 
had  disappeared,  my  friend  again  began,  "  There,  now,  you  have 
done  it.  He  has  gone  sure  enough,  and  we  may  get  out  of  the 
scrape  as  we  can."  "  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  said  I.  "  The  difference 
in  the  price  he  offers  to  take  and  I  offer  to  give  is  trifling,  but 
don't  you  see  the  rascal  thinks  to  take  advantage  of  our  circum- 
stances 1  I  will  stand  here  under  this  old  colonnade  till  night 
before  I  will  give  him  one  baiocca  more  than  I  have  offered  him. 
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— Besides,  he  will  be  back  in  a  minute.  It  is  true  that  last  take 
off  was  very  well  done,  but  these  fellows  are  used  to  acting.  Such 
an  offer  as  I  made  him  he  has  not  had  to-day,  and  he  is  the  last 
man  to  lose  it.  The  next  time  he  will  return  and  tell  us  to  get 
in."  I  was  right.  In  a  few  minutes  the  black  team  was  in 
sight.  The  hauteur  of  the  Roman  had  vanished,  and  with  a 
touch  of  the  hat  and  a  smile  that  would  have  made  the  fortune  of 
an  English  valet,  he  bade  our  "  Excellencies"  mount,  hoping  we 
would  remember  and  give  him  a  "  huonomano.^'  "Not  a  bit  of 
it,"  said  I,  though  I  afterward  did,  of  my  own  free  will.  But  I 
would  not  have  it  in  the  contract. 

Such  is  universally  an  Italian's  mode  of  making  a  bargain. 
After  driving  five  or  six  miles,  we  turned  into  the  fields,  through 
which,  far  before  us,  v/ere  slowly  winding  along  trains  of  car- 
riages, filled  with  the  fun-loving  Italians.  At  length  we  came  in 
sight  of  the  spot  consecrated  by  art — and  such  a  sight.  Did  you 
ever  see  a  '' general  training^'  in  the  country  1  Then  you  have 
the  first  view  of  the  "  artists'  fete."  Scattered  over  the  green 
field,  were  carriages  filled  with  fair  spectators,  patches  of  stroll- 
ing peddlars,  carts  with  the  team  detached  and  "  wine  and  cake 
to  sell,"  and  all  the  strange  and  motley  grouping  of  a  Yankee 
"  training  ground."  All  these  were  on  the  summit  of  the  emi- 
nence, underneath  which  were  the  quarries  and  the  artists.  As 
I  approached,  suddenly  from  out  the  bowels  of  the  earth  came  a 
hurrah  as  wild  and  jolly  as  ever  Bacchus,  in  the  height  of  glory 
and  greatness,  made  to  ring  through  the  home  of  the  gods.  The 
next  moment  I  heard  an  earnest  voice  hurriedly  inquire,  "  Gany- 
mede, Ganymede  !  where  is  Jupiter  ?"  and  then  the  Bacchana- 
lian song,  "  lo  Bacche  !"  Really  I  began  to  think  there  might  be, 
after  all,  a  batch  of  the  old  gods  below,  holding  a  sort  of  anni- 
versary revel  there,  on  the  borders  of  their  old  dominions.  I 
hastened  down,  and  oh,  such  a  spectacle  !  It  is  impossible  to  de- 
scribe it.  At  one  end  of  the  caverns  sat  the  presiding  god. 
Around  him  were  flags  of  every  description  and  ornaments  of  no 
description.  He  had  on  a  necklace  made,  I  should  suppose,  of  a 
huge  Bologna  sausage,  with  pieces  a  foot  and  a  half  long,  putting 
out  at  intervals  all  round  it,  at  the  end  of  each  of  which  stood 
an  imp  striving  with  all  his  might  to  fill  it  with  wind.     At  his  side 
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stood  a  drummer,  that  looked  more  like  a  griffin  than  a  man, 
beating  rapid  and  hurried  beats  upon  his  drum,  while  at  every 
pause  arose  the  chorus  of  some  wild  German  song.  Before  him, 
in  the  dirt,  were  all  sorts  of  divinities  waltzing — ^two-thirds  drunk. 
Round  and  round  they  would  spin,  ankle  deep,  in  the  powdered 
clay,  until  they  came  on  the  broken  rocks  with  a  jar  that  made 
my  bones  ache  even  to  see.  Poor  fellows,  thought  I  to  myself, 
you  will  have  enough  to  do  to-morrow  to  count- your  bruises. 

This  is  only  a  specimen  of  what  was  passing.  There  were 
other  groups  in  various  parts  of  the  quarries,  each  with  its  pecu- 
liar scene.  At  length  a  company  of  Germans  determined  to  have 
a  ghost  scene,  and  German  like,  they  went  through  all  the  cere- 
monies of  raising  a  spirit.  In  one  of  the  darkest  parts  of  the 
quarries  was  deposited  a  body  wrapped  in  a  sheet.  At  the  en- 
trance stood  a  company  of  Germans  and  began  one  of  their  ghostly 
incantations.  It  was  enough  to  chill  one's  blood.  Slowly  and 
solemnly  the  incantation  rose  and  echoed  through  the  cavern  un- 
til the  ghost  was  actually  raised.  There  were  many  excellent 
singers  among  the  German  artists,  and  some  of  the  chorusses 
were  admirable.  I  never  beheld  a  revel  to  which  there  was  no 
limit,  and  no  law  in  which  there  was  such  perfect  abandon- 
ment as  this.  It  seemed  impossible  that  the  human  heart  could 
so  utterly  throw  off  all  restraint.  Indeed  it  could  hardly  be  called 
a  revel — it  was  a  frolic,  a  wild  and  lawless  frolic.  The  animal 
spirits  of  each  seemed  at  the  evaporating  point. 

In  such  reckless  mirth,  amid  flowing  wine  and  song  and  dance, 
the  hours  wore  on,  till  the  signal  was  given  for  the  closing  up 
scene,  which  was  a  general  horse,  donkey  and  mule  race  out 
upon  the  green  sward.  It  was  here  that  the  figures  and  costumes 
showed  to  advantage.  Thousands  of  people,  some  in  carriages, 
some  on  foot,  were  scattered  over  the  field.  For  a  back  ground 
a  black  rain  cloud  lay  along  the  horizon.  The  sunlight  from  the 
clear  West  falling  brightly  over  the  grassy  plain,  threw  the 
figures  on  it  in  strong  relief  against  that  dark  cloud  in  the  dis- 
tance, till  every  color,  ribbon  and  plume,  was  distinctly  revealed. 
As  the  crowd  gave  way,  and  horseman  after  horseman  galloped 
into  view,  it  seemed  more  like  a  description  I  had  read  in  some 
oriental  tale,  than  an  actual  passing  scene.     Now  ten  or  fifteen 
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in  a  company,  mounted  without  a  saddle,  would  gallop  like  the 
wind  over  the  plain,  their  velvet  mantles  and  plumes  streaming 
in  the  wind,  and  the  spangles  in  their  vests  and  bonnets  flashing 
like  diamonds  in  the  sunlight.     And  half  of  them  were  such 
wild  spiritual  looking  beings.     They  were  none  of  your  hearty 
revellei-s,  but  had  come  out  this  once  from  the  studio  with  all  the 
marks  of  severe  study  and  privation  upon  them,  to  be  young  and 
thoughtless  for  one  day.     Some  of  them  were  remarkably  hand- 
some fellows,  and  with  their  long  black  hair  and  blacker  eyes 
and  thin  pale  faces  and  singular  costumes,  they  shot  past  you  like 
beings  of  another  planet.     There  were  Americans  among  the 
rest,  and  I  am  sure  if  they  could  have  dropped  into  their  native 
towns  at  home  just  as  they  were  mounted  and  dressed  to-day, 
their  friends  would  have  clapped  them  in  a  lunatic  asylum  "  sans 
ceremonie.^'     The  racing  was  a  mere  general  scamper.     One 
bold  rider  on  a  powerful  black  steed,  galloped  round  and  round 
without  end  or  aim,  while  in  another  direction  three  artists  were 
mounted  on  one  little  donkey,  not  much  larger  than  a  Newfound- 
land dog,  which  they  were  trying  to  beat  into  a  gallop.     But  the 
poor  little  fellow  could  hardly  waddle  under  his  enormous  load, 
and  seemed  perfectly  stupified  at  the  sights  and  sounds  around 
him.     But  the  blows  which  fell  thick  and  fast,  were  more  natu- 
ral and  home-like,  and  seemed  to  restore  his  self-confidence,  for 
the  next  moment  he  laid  back  his  long  ears,  and  with  that  villain- 
ous look  a  donkey  alone  can  give,  let  fly  his  heels  into  the  air, 
and  over  tumbled  one  of  the  sons  of  the  divine  art. 

While  I  was  laughing  at  this  ludicrous  scene,  a  beggar  girl 
that  had  often  molested  me  in  Rome,  came  up  and  began  her  im- 
portunities again.  She  was  the  most  impudent  creature  I  ever 
met,  and  I  could  not  shake  her  off",  when  a  man  dressed  like  a 
kino-,  rode  slowly  up  on  his  donkey,  and  addressing  the  girl  in  the 
most  grave,  deliberate,  and  solemn  tone,  said,  "  Andate  via  siete 
troppo  importunente."  "  Go  away,  you  are  too  importunate."  The 
girl  looked  at  him  a  moment,  and  walked  away  without  saying 
a  word.  I  could  hardly  thank  him  for  laughter,  but  he  never 
smiled,  and  wheeled  his  donkey  away  with  the  gravity  of  a  phi- 
losopher. But  it  is  impossible  to  describe  the  different  groups  in 
this  strangest  of  all  fetes.     An  English  lady  whom  I  had  often 
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met  in  different  parts  of  Italy,  stood  and  looked  on  in  perfect  de- 
light. She  said  she  could  not  shake  off  the  belief  that  she  was 
in  the  midst  of  some  Eastern  romance.  She  was  a  beautiful 
sketcher,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  field  and  its  grotesque  groups 
were  her  own.  How  I  envied  her  her  possessions  !  At  length 
the  crowd,  as  all  crowds  must,  broke  up.  But  a  small  party  gal- 
loped on  before,  and  ascending  a  green  mound  on  which  stood 
an  old  ruin,  wheeled  and  awaited  the  procession.  In  their  pic- 
turesque garbs,  beside  that  ancient  ruin,  and  both  revealed  in  the 
soft  light  of  the  setting  sun,  they  formed  a  strange  and  beautiful 
group. 

But  soon  the  towers  and  obelisks  of  old  Rome  rose  on  the  view, 
and  I  seemed  to  stand  rebuked  in  their  presence.  I  thought  how 
these  orgies  had  been  celebrated  over  the  grave  of  a  fallen  em- 
pire. I  was  told  that  Thorswalden  a  few  years  ago  joined  with 
them,  and  shook  his  gray  locks  with  the  merriest. 

Truly  yours. 


^.., 
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LETTER  XXXV. 

Sirocco—Mosaic  Centre-Table — Borghesian  Villa — Tasso's  Oak — Farewell 

to  St.  Peter's,  &c. 

May,  1843. 

Dear  E. — I  fear  you  are  becoming  tired  of  Rome,  though  one 
never  wearies  of  writing  about  it.  Each  hour  here  would  make 
a  letter,  but  not  to  task  your  patience  farther,  I  will  give  you  a 
single  chapter  out  of  my  diary,  and  then  we  will  away  for  Flor- 
ence and  the  green,  free,  open  country. 

Saturday,  10th. — Just  returned  from  Villa  Pamphylia,  revived 
and  almost  cheerful.  For  three  days  a  terrible  sirocco  has  been 
blowing  that  has  taken  the  very  life  out  of  me.  The  first  day  I 
grew  weak ;  the  second,  hot  and  feverish,  and  took  to  my  bed, 
and  concluded  a  Roman  fever  was  my  destiny.  But  this  morning 
the  wind  changed  to  the  north,  and  the  dirty  sky  looked  clear 
again.  A  little  revived,  I  called  a  carriage,  and  drove  out  to 
the  Villa  Pamphylia.  Leaving  the  driver  and  his  horses  under 
the  shadow  of  a  clump  of  trees,  I  strolled  away  from  the  magnifi- 
cent gardens  into  the  open  field,  and  lying  down  under  a  lofty 
fir-tree,  and  looking  off*  towards  the  mouth  of  the  Tiber  and  dis- 
tant Ostia,  drank  in  the  fresh  air  till  my  blood  grew  cool  again. 
Those  grounds,  how  extensive  and  beautiful  they  are,  with  their 
promenades,  and  canals,  and  waterfalls,  and  fountains,  and  flow- 
ers, and  statues  ! 

Sunday,  11th. — Just  returned  from  Vespers  in  St.  Peter's.  How 
I  love  to  linger  under  those  great  arches,  while  the  shades  of 
twilight  deepen  on  the  statues  and  figures  around  ;  and  hear  the 
Vesper  hymn  steal  out  of  the  distant  chapel,  and  float  over  this 
wondrous  temple. 

And  that  strange  Pilgrim — how  he  arrested  my  attention. 
From  the  far  off*  hills  he  had  wandered  there  for  once  in  his  life, 
to  worship.     Amazed  at  the  magnificence  around  him,  he  forgot 
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his  rags,  that  contrasted  so  strikingly  with  those  costly  ornamentSj 
and  leaned  on  his  pilgrim  staff — the  blanket  on  which  he  had  slepi 
in  his  pilgrimage,  beneath  his  arm — and  gazed  like  one  in  a 
trance,  around  him.  The  lofty  nave — the  images  of  Prophets 
and  Apostles,  that  leaned  over  him — the  dim  religious  light ;  and 
that  now  dying,  now  triumphant  music,  was  too  much  for  him, 
and  he  bowed  his  head  and  wept.  Drop  after  drop,  the  big  tears 
fell  on  the  tesselated  pavement,  and  his  swelling  heart  seemed 
ready  to  burst  under  the  tide  of  emotions  that  pressed  on  it.  Fare- 
well, Pilgrim — we  shall  never  meet  again. 

Monday  night,  12tli. — I  have  just  returned  from  a  social  party 
at  the  house  of  an  English  officer — La  Strada  delle  tre  Fontane, 
(the  street  of  the  three  fountains).  I  met  there  an  Italian  noble! 
had  often  seen  in  the  north  of  Italy.  He  was  an  officer  in  the 
army  of  his  Sardinian  Majesty.  Poor  fellow !  he  had  fallen  in 
love  with  an  English  lady  in  Genoa,  and  had  come  down  to  get 
a  dispensation  from  the  Pope  that  he  might  marry  her.  It  was 
slow  work,  but  he  thought  he  should  succeed. 

Tuesday,  12th. — Accompanied  Mrs. to  see  the  top  of  a 

Mosaic  centre-table.  What  a  transcendently  beautiful  thing ! 
It  was  finer  work  than  I  ever  saw  in  a  breastpin  at  home.  It 
needed  the  closest  inspection  to  detect  it  was  not  a  painting.  The 
man  had  been  four  years  in  finishing  it,  and  had  just  received  an 
order  for  it  from  a  Russian  Princess,  who  was  to  give  him  $4,000. 
It  represented  Rome  in  four  different  aspects,  the  scenes  going 
round  the  outer  edge  of  the  table.  First,  the  '  Piazza  del  Popolo,' 
by  sunrise,  with  its  gate  and  obelisk  ;  second,  St.  Peter's,  with  its 
glorious  colonnade,  obelisk  and  fountains,  under  the  blaze  of  a 
bright  noon-day ;  next  came  the  Forum,  the  Capitol,  the  ruined 
Palace  of  the  Caesars,  and  the  lonely  columns  standing  around 
this  focus  of  old  Roman  glory,  bathed  in  the  soft  light  of  the 
setting  sun ;  last  of  all  the  Coliseum  by  moonlight,  and  a  more 
perfect  moon  I  never  saw  painted.  It  had  beside  an  elaborately 
wrought  centre  piece.  I  never  broke  the  commandment  "  Thou 
shalt  not  covet"  so  much  in  a  half  an  hour  in  my  life  as  during 
the  time  I  was  inspecting  this  table.  The  artist  was  an  intelli- 
gent and  pleasant  man,  and  gave  me  some  of  the  composition 
by  which  mosaic  work  is  made,  and  explained  the  whole  process, 
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but  I  have  forgotten  it  already.  At  sunset  I  strolled  around  the 
Pincian  Hill,  that  overlooks  Rome  and  the  Tiber.  It  is  a  beau- 
tiful promenade,  filled  with  trees,  statues,  &c.  ;  but,  alas  !  as  I 
was  passing  near  where  some  repairs  were  making,  I  saw  thirty 
prisoners  chained  two  and  two,  guarded  by  soldiery,  and  sullenly 
performing  their  allotted  toil. 

In  the  evening,  after  tea,  our  good  professor,  who  never  fails  in 
his  daily  lessons,  started  up  and  said,  "  This  is  the  night  of  the 
Feast  of  the  Sepulchres,  would  you  like  to  see  the  ceremony  ?" 
In  a  moment  we  were  off.  We  entered  church  after  church,  in 
each  of  which  the  ceremony  was  different,  but  each  representing 
Christ  in  the  Sepulchre.  The  churches  were  dark  with  the  ex- 
ception of  a  few  lights  around  the  place  of  supposed  burial.  At 
/ength  we  entered  one  in  a  side  chapel  of  which  lay  a  wax  figure, 
large  as  life,  representing  our  Savior  in  the  rigidness  of  death. 
The  hair  lay  matted  on  his  forehead — ^the  blood  was  flowing  over 
his  agony-wrung  brow,  and  his  limbs  composed  in  the  decency  of 
death.  Close  by  his  figure,  kneeled  two  monks — ^their  faces 
buried  in  their  hands,  and  uttering  not  a  sound.  Away  from  the 
recess  back  in  the  darkness,  were  the  silent  figures  of  men  and 
women  kneeling  amid  the  marble  columns  of  the  church ;  that 
grew  dimmer  and  dimmer  as  they  retired,  till  lost  in  the  gloom. 
That  bloody,  murdered  form — those  cowled  and  silent  monks 
kneeling  over  it — the  deep  hush  and  darkness  amid  so  many 
forms,  was  too  much  for  my  nerves.  I  pushed  open  the  door  and 
rushed  into  the  open  air,  drew  a  long  breath  while  a  fearful  pres- 
sure seemed  to  lift  from  my  heart.  Well,  'tis  a  strange  world, 
and  the  "  lights  and  shadows  of  a  human  soul,"  who  can  write ! 
Wednesday,  l^ih. — Rode  all  over  the  grounds  of  the  Borghe- 
sian  villa.  This  is  to  Rome  what  Hyde  Park  is  to  London,  and 
towards  evening  there  is  an  incessant  whirl  of  carriages  around  its 
groves  of  ilex  and  laurel,  and  through  its  long  avenues  of  cypresses, 
and  past  its  flashing  fountains  and  delicate  temples,  and  rows  of 
statuary.  These  grounds  are  three  miles  round,  threaded  in  every 
possible  direction  with  roads.  At  the  farther  side  is  the  palace 
filled  with  beautiful  statuary.  In  one  room  is  Canova's  famous 
reclining  Venus,  for  which  Pauline,  the  beautiful  sister  of  Bona- 
parte, sat.     There  is  a  story  in  Rome  that  a  lady  once  asked 
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Pauline  if  she  did  not  feel  a  little  uncomfortable  in  sitting  before 
Canova  for  her  statue  (alluding  to  the  indelicacy  of  being  dis- 
robed before  the  artist),  and  she  pretending  to  understand  her 
as  referring  to  her  feeling  somewhat  cold  in  such  a  predicament, 
answered,  "  Oh  no,  the  room  was  very  warm."  (This  Borghese 
married  one  of  the  daughters  of  the  famous  English  Catholic  Earl 
of  Shrewsbury.)  The  statue  is  beautiful — so  was  Pauline,  who 
is  said  to  have  had  but  one  defective  feature,  and  that  her  ears. 
They  were  so  small  as  to  be  almost  a  deformity. 

Saturday,  16th. — I  skip  over  two  days.  This  morning  I  re- 
ceived a  note  from  an  American  gentleman  inviting  me  to  accom- 
pany him  and  his  two  sisters  to  the  Pope's  palace  on  the  Quirinal. 
I  was  at  the  reading-room  when  they  started,  and  as  the  carriage 
drove  up  the  wheels  came  somewhat  near  to  a  peppery,  half- 
crazy  English  cavalry  officer.  He  began  to  swear  and  curse  the 
driver,  when  I,  somewhat  piqued  at  his  impudence  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  ladies,  stept  in  and  told  the  driver  to  move  on.  The 
officer  immediately  tipped  his  hat  to  me  and  apologised,  and  said 
in  the  blandest  manner,  "  Mr.  H.  (calling  me  by  name,)  I  believe 
your  book  is  not  in  this  library,"  (referring  to  the  one  attached  to 
the  reading-room).  How  the  fellow  knew  my  name  puzzled  me, 
and  the  question  and  all  taking  me  quite  aback,  I  replied.  What 
did  you  say,  sir  ?  "  Are  you  not  from  New  Orleans,  and  have  you 
not  written  a  work  V  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  hailing  from 
New  Orleans,  I  replied,  nor  have  I  been  guilty  of  writing  a  book. 

We  strolled  all  over  the  great  palace — into  the  very  sanctum 
sanctorum  of  his  Holiness.         *         * 

The  garden  is  a  mile  in  circumference,  and  filled  with  flowers, 
and  birds,  and  plants  of  every  description.  There  is  one  fountain 
that  plays  an  organ,  (when  it  plays  at  all),  and  little  statues 
standing  in  niches  around  the  grotto  in  which  the  organ  is  placed 
lift,  at  the  same  time,  instruments  to  their  lips,  and  chant  an  ac- 
companiment. The  chief  gardener  is  an  Irishman,  and  Pat  is 
the  same  practical  joker,  wherever  you  find  him.  Even  living 
in  the  shadow  of  the  palace  of  his  Holiness,  cannot  knock  the  fun 
out  of  him :  and  there  was  so  much  of  the  '  lurking  devil '  in  this 
fellow's  eye,  that  I  watched  every  movement,  lest  he  should  play 
usj  a  trick — for  every  now  and  then,  he  would  disappear  in  the 
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thick  foilage,  and  the  next  moment  from  some  unexpected  quarter 
would  issue  jets  of  water,  crossing  each  other  in  all  directions, 
and  making  an  arch  over  our  heads  as  we  passed.  There  was  a 
group  of  some  half-dozen  Priests,  just  before  us,  who  had  come 
from  the  country  to  attend  the  ceremonies  of  Holy  Week  in 
Rome.  They  were  visiting  the  garden  of  their  Spiritual  Head, 
and  stared  about  them  in  undisguised  astonishment.  At  length 
they  got  tangled  in  with  our  party,  and,  as  we  were  passing  up  a 
walk  hedged  closely  in,  I  saw  Pat  slip  slyly  away  amid  the  fo- 
liage. Expecting  some  mischief  on  hand,  I  halted  and  fell  a  little 
back,  bidding  my  friends  do  the  same.  In  a  moment  the  walk 
spread  out  into  a  circular  form,  and  the  long  black-robed  Priests 
scattered  themselves  over  it ;  when  suddenly,  right  out  of  the 
gravelled  path,  sprang  a  group  of  jets,  perfectly  deluging  the  poor 
Priests.  They  suddenly  stopped  like  chickens  when  the  shadow 
of  a  hawk  darkens  over  them,  and  then  scampered  off,  as  Pat  said, 
"  as  if  the  Divil  was  after  them."  Dripping  with  water,  and  sha- 
king their  broad-brimmed  beavers,  they  presented  a  most  sorry 
spectacle.         *         * 

Tuesday,  24:th. — Walked  all  over  the  ruins  in  the  region  of 
the  Forum  and  Caracalla's  Baths.  This  is  the  only  way  to  see 
and  feel  them.  I  never  would  ride  again  here.  Oh!  how  sad 
to  muse  amid  these  fragments  of  a  shivered  world,  with  nought 
to  disturb  you  but  the  chirp  of  the  cricket,  or  the  sigh  of  the  pass- 
ing wind  as  it  stirs  the  ivy  that  dangles  from  some  mouldering 
wall.  There  they  are  in  the  bright  sunshine,  men  spinning  ropes  in 
the  old  Roman  Forum,  or  singing  with  Italian  carelessness  under 
the  shadow  of  that  lofty,  solitary  column,  that  stands  like  a  tomb- 
stone over  the  grave  of  an  empire.  How  those  peasantry  stared 
at  me  as  I  stood,  like  one  bewildered,  under  the  great  arches  that 
supported  the  Palace  of  the  Caesars,  gazing  on  the  cattle  stabled 
there,  and  on  the  thoughtless  owners  pitching  hay  into  apartments 
right  under  the  very  throne  of  Rome.  The  sentence  of  Gibbon 
came  like  a  mournful  echo  to  me — "  and  the  barbarian  has  long 
since  stabled  his  steed  in  the  Palace  of  the  Caesars." — I  strolled 
on  to  the  old  Circus  Maximus,  where  the  rape  of  the  Sabines  was 
committed.  It  is  a  garden,  and  an  old  man  was  carting  ma- 
nure into  it.     I  thought  I  would  see  how  much  he  would  know  of 
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that  field  of  fame,  so  I  inquired  if  that  was  the  Circus  Maximus. 
He  looked  at  me  as  if  he  thought  I  was  an  ignoramus,  and  replied, 
"  No,  signore,  it  is  a  garden."     And  this  is  glory !         *         * 

At  evening  we  drove  to  the  convent  San  Onifrio,  or  rather  to  the 
foot  of  the  hill  on  which  it  stands.  After  knocking  for  nearly  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  at  the  gate  we  gained  admittance.  Here  Tassc 
died.  An  oak  stands  near,  called  Tasso's  oak.  He  came  to  Rome 
to  be  crowned,  and  was  taken  sick.  He  retired  to  this  convent, 
which  overlooks  entire  Rome,  and  from  its  elevation  has  a  pure  air, 
to  recover  his  health.  Under  this  oak  he  used  to  sit  and  gaze  down 
on  the  imperial  city  in  its  glory,  which  was  weaving  a  crown — for 
his  grave.  The  oak  has  been  broken  down  by  a  storm,  but  the 
stump  still  remains.  I  plucked  some  of  the  splinters  to  bring  away 
as  a  memorial.  I  was  in  the  room  where  he  died.  A  cast  was 
taken  of  him  after  his  death,  which  is  preserved  with  great  care ; 
and  near  by  in  a  glass  case  hangs  the  last  letter  the  poet  ever  wrote. 
While  I  am  writing  the  daughter  of  the  man  who  owns  my  rooms 
has  answered  the  bell  and  wishes  to  know  what  I  want.  It  is 
somewhat  chilly  and  I  request  a  little  fire.  In  order  to  kindle  it 
she  picks  up  my  splinters  from  Tasso's  oak.  I  spoke  out  so 
sharply  that  she  turned  her  large  eyes  on  me  in  wonder.  Why, 
said  I,  those  are  from  Tasso's  oak — I  would  not  take  50  scudi  for 
them — ^I  am  going  to  take  them  to  America.  She  clapped  her 
hands  and  laughed  till  all  rung  again.  She  took  it  for  a  good 
joke  and  proceeded  to  lay  them  on  the  fire.  I  remonstrated  so 
earnestly  that  she  felt  I  must  be  in  earnest,  and  asked  with  the 
most  perfect  naivete, '  What,  have  you  no  such  wood  in  America  V 
Oh  Tasso,  such  again  is  glory ! 

Saturday,  2Sth. — Saturday  again.  I  have,  these  last  few  days, 
strolled  over  the  city — made  a  few  calls  and  wrote  a  few  letters. 
I  have  seen  Pompey's  Statue,  '  which  all  the  while  ran  blood' 
when  great  Csesar  fell  at  its  base.  I  have  wandered  over  the 
"  Jews'  Quarter,"  where  the  old  clothes  hang  in  masses  along  the 
etreets.  Every  night  at  eight  o'clock  they  are  locked  up  in  the 
two  streets  they  occupy.  Palaces,  Studios,  and  Paintings  have 
come  in  for  their  share.  What  a  beautiful  young  Bacchus 
I  saw  in  Thorswalden's  Studio.  The  drunken  God  could  be  seen, 
in  the  baby  sleeping  amid  the  rich  clusters  of  grapes.     A  note  is 
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on  my  table  from   Dr.  D y  of  New  York.     He  knows  not 

what  pleasure  his  last  conversation  gave  me. 

Sunday,  29th. — To-morrow,  I  expect  to  start  for  Florence, 
and  have' been  this  evening  to  bid  St.  Peter's  good  bye.  It  is 
strange  how  affection  will  grow  on  one,  for  a  mere  pile  of  stone 
and  brick  ;  but  I  have  really  and  forever  fallen  in  love  with  this 
glorious  old  Temple.  I  did  not  feel  sadder  when  the  setting  sun 
went  down  over  the  lessening  shore  of  my  father-land,  than  to- 
night when  I  knew  I  must  behold  St.  Peter's  no  more.  I  strolled 
around — now  across  the  nave — now  up  and  down  the  side  aisles, 
and  away  into  the  transept,  looking  at  nothing  in  particular,  but 
letting  the  impression  of  the  whole  fall  like  a  mighty  shadow  on 
my  heart.  The  smoke  of  incense  spread  like  a  mist  over  the  tes- 
selated  pavement,  and  the  pealing  organ  now  swelled  out  through 
the  amplitude  in  triumphant  bursts  of  music,  and  now  died  away 
in  mournful  cadences  through  the  dim  arches,  while  the  chant 
of  priests  arose  and  fell  in  strange  echoes  on  the  air.  Far,  far 
away  up  through  the  heaven-seeking  dome  stole  the  rays  of  the  set- 
ting sun,  as  if  he  wished  his  last  look  to  be  in  this  great  Temple. 
One  by  one,  the  crowd  departed,  till  I  was  almost  alone  amid  the 
forest  of  marble.  Every  statue  became  a  spiritual  being  worship- 
ping silently  there — every  shadow  the  passing  of  the  Invisible 
One.  My  heart  beat  audibly  in  my  bosom,  and  I  could  have 
knelt  before  the  silent  altar  and  wept.  The  spirit  of  the  Eternal 
seemed  to  have  breathed  on  his  Temple.  The  silence  and  sol- 
itude at  length  became  painful,  and  I  turned  towards  the  door. 
There  I  gave  the  last  farewell  look.  The  great  columns  stood 
dim  and  stately  in  the  gathering  gloom,  while  the  lofty  arches  were 
lost  in  the  darkness.  Far  away  burned  ihe  feeble  tapers  before 
the  high  altar,  while  the  shadow  of  a  monk  now  and  then  gliding 
before  them  in  his  silent  duty,  added  to  the  mystery  of  the  scene. 

Farewell,  great  Temple  ;  thou  hast  taught  my  heart  a  lesson 
it  will  never  forget,  and  as  I  dive  into  the  living  stream  of  men 
again,  thy  shadow  shall  ever  be  on  the  water.  Thy  heart-break- 
ing Miserere  and  thy  sweet  Vesper  Hymns  shall  never  lose  their 
echo ;  thy  mighty  dome  and  magnificent  proportions,  and  thy  per- 
fect form  lighted  by  its  thousands  of  torches  standing  like  a  fairy 
creation  amid  the  deep  night,  I  carry  with  me.        Yours,  &c. 
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LETTER  XXXVI. 

Out  of  Rome — An  English  Captain. 

Terni,  May,  1843. 

Dear  E. — We  are  out  of  Rome,  and  I  will  not  trouble  you 
with  our  long  quarrels  with  Vetturini  before  we  got  off.  For 
several  successive  days,  an  English  gentleman  and  myself  went 
to  the  Post  House  to  get  a  carriage  and  horses,  to  be  posted  on  to 
Florence  ;  but  Rome  was  emptying  itself,  and  all  had  been  en- 
gaged days  beforehand.  So  we  finally  struck  up  a  bargain  with 
a  Vetturino  to  carry  us  through  with  one  team. 

We  started  with  rather  a  bad  omen.  I  was  up  before  it  was 
daylight,  and  stepping  into  a  narrow  street  for  the  purpose  of 
crossing  to  the  lodgings  of  my  English  friend,  encountered  four 
men  bearing,  noiselessly  and  rapidly  along,  a  corpse. 

But  imagine  us  finally  standing  at  the  Piazza  del  Popolo,  while 
the  officers  examine  our  passports  to  see  if  all  is  right.  (By  the 
way,  how  odd  it  is,  that  one  must  fortify  himself  with  any  quan- 
tity of  signatures,  and  quarrel  his  way  into  a  city,  then  encoun- 
ter the  same  trouble  in  getting  out  of  it.)  But,  as  1  was  about  to 
say,  picture  to  yourself  a  vehicle,  built  somewhat  like  a  hack, 
except  that  it  has  a  calash  top  over  the  driver's  seat  in  addition  to 
the  main  covering — painted  pale  green,  with  a  gold-leaf  grape- 
vine running  around  it  for  a  border,  and  four  fat  lazy  horses  at- 
tached to  it,  and  you  have  our  "  establishment."  It  was  finely 
cushioned,  however,  and  rode  easier  than  any  hack. 

As  we  trotted  away  from  the  walls  of  the  eternal  city,  an  in- 
describable sadness  stole  over  me.  It  seemed  like  leaving  the 
grave-yard  of  all  that  was  great  on  earth.  There  the  heart  of 
the  world  once  beat  till  the  farthest  extremities  felt  the  mighty 
pulsations.  The  greatest  and  fiercest  souls  earth  ever  nurtured 
had  stormed  and  died  there.    There  man  had  wrought  with  high- 

13 
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est  pride,  and  skill,  and  force ;  and  there  now  were  only  his 
greatest  ruins.  Oh  what  a  bitter  mockery  that  fallen  empire,  its 
broken  thrones,  and  faded  glories  uttered  on  man  and  man's  am- 
bition. And  yet  there  was  as  much  of  pity  as  sarcasm  in  their 
silent  language.  Ambition  with  thy  heated  blood,  and  wild  fever 
tossings,  and  cursed  devastations,  and  bloated  pride  j  come  look 
on  thy  greatest,  most  perfect  work  ! 

As  I  was  indulging  in  this  train  of  bitter  reflection,  I  looked 
up,  and  lo,  there  stood  before  me  a  small  house  perfectly  buried  in 
grape-vines,  and  hedges,  and  flowers  ;  and  on  it  painted  in  large 
capitals,  "  Parva  Domus  Sed  magna  Quies."  The  singularity 
of  the  inscription,  and  the  sweet  little  nest  on  which  it  was  writ- 
ten, took  me  wholly  by  surprise,  and  captivated  me  at  once.  "A 
small  house  but  great  repose" — then  thou  art  worth  all  Rome — 
aye,  and  the  world  to  boot.  "  Magna  Quies,"  I  wished  I  had  the 
house  !  Rest — repose  ! — Oh,  that  is  heaven  to  the  endless  chase 
and  disappointments  of  life !  I  looked  again  on  the  little  para- 
dise.  Bah!  it  was  written  there  to  make  it  rent  well.  Fleas  and 
filth !  who  ever  found  rest  in  an  Italian  house  unless  he  had  the 
hide  of  a  shark  ? 

Ascending  a  long  hill,  twelve  or  fourteen  miles  from  Rome,  I 
paused,  and  turning  tov/ard  the  city,  now  dim  in  the  smoky  dis- 
tance, bade  it  a  long,  last  farewell. 

"  There  she  stands, 
Childless  and  crownless,  m  her  voiceless  woe, 
An  empty  urn  within  her  withered  hands 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scattered  long  ago." 

Stopping  to  breakfast,  about  12  o'clock,  at  a  small  inn,  I  wan- 
dered off*  in  the  fields.  On  returning,  who  should  I  encounter  but 
my  old  peppery  English  officer,  who  once  took  me  for  an  author 
and  from  New  Orleans.  He  was  foaming  and  swearing  away  at 
his  Vetturino.  As  soon  as  he  saw  me  he  poured  forth  a  perfect 
volley  of  invectives  against  the  Italians.  His  horses  had  broke 
down,  beside  having  proved  balky.  He  would  not  go  another 
inch — he  would  return  to  Rome  immediately — then  crashed  one 
of  John  Bull's  sturdy  oaths.  I  had  cherished  a  little  grudge 
against  the  sputtering  old  egotist,  and  I  confess  took  a  wicked 
pleasure  in  his  trouble — nay,  added  to  it.     I  told  him  the  same 
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carriage  and  horses  had  been  offered  to  me  but  I  durst  not  trust 
the  concern,  and  added  the  owner  proposed  to  take  me  for  fifty 
scudi,  but  I  would  not  have  it  on  any  terms.  (This  was.  literally 
true.)  Fifty  scudi !  exclaimed  he ;  I  give  eighty-five.  Seeming 
to  grow  warm  myself  at  the  enormity  of  the  deception,  I  replied, 
Eighty-five  scudi !  Why,  my  dear  sir,  you  are  robbed — shame- 
fully robbed,  and  then  if  you  should  never  get  to  Florence  with 
that  team.  "  I  know  it,"  said  he,  "  I  will  go  back  to  Rome  im- 
mediately." But,  I  replied,  there  is  one  difficulty  in  the  way  :  as 
you  have  made  a  bargain,  the  authorities  will  doubtless  compel 
you  to  fulfil  it,  especially  as  the  fellow  promises  to  take  you  on 
without  delay.  I  am  sorry — but — really,  my  dear  sir,  I  am 
afraid  there  is  no  help.  The  Captain  now  stood  at  boiling  heat, 
and  the  poor  Vetturino  fairly  shook  with  terror.  "  Come,"  said 
the  Captain,  "  come  tell  my  wife  and  daughter  how  they  offered 
you  this  same  ricketty  concern,  when  they  knew  it  would  break 
down.  Come,  come  on,"  said  he.  1  did  not  exactly  like  the 
prospect  before  me,  but  made  the  best  of  it  and  followed  on. 

Judge  of  my  astonishment  on  entering  the  room  to  see  a  fair 
young  sweet  English  face,  that  had  often  arrested  my  attention  in 
the  streets  of  Rome,  the  owner  of  which  I  never  dreamed  of  being 
the  daughter  of  my  sputtering  Captain.  She  was  an  authoress  of 
some  fame,  and  a  novelist  to  boot.  The  first  thought  that  struck 
me  was — "  how  extremely  odd,  and  what  a  misfortune  if  she 
should  turn  back.  What  a  bit  of  sunlight  she  would  be  on  the 
road  during  the  six  days'  journey  before  us.  To  see  her  at  the 
lonely  hotels  we  shall  stop  at,  and  amid  the  glorious  scenery  we 
shall  gaze  on,  would  be  no  slight  addition  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
journey."  The  Captain,  immediately  started  off*  on  his  furious 
gallop,  repeating  what  I  had  said  before.  At  the  first  pause  the 
little  beauty  remarked,  "  Yes,  we  must  return  I  think  as  soon  as 
we  have  breakfasted."  This  was  tipping  over  my  castle  in  the 
air  in  a  moment,  and  how  to  counteract  what  I  had  told  the  Captain 
seemed  not  so  plain.  I  could  have  bitten  off"  my  tongue  with  vex- 
ation. However,  I  determined  to  put  a  bold  face  on  it,  and  re- 
plied, "  By  no  means  -,  I  think  you  have  a  rema^'kably  excellent 
carriage — it  is  light  and  easy,  while  ours  is  a  huge  lumbering  af- 
fair."    "  Oh  the   carriage  is  well  enough,"  said  she,  "  but  the 
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horses  are  such  dreadfully  poor  creatures,  I  am  sure  they  will 
die  before  they  get  to  Florence."  "  Not  at  all,  not  at  all — I  can 
assure  you  ;  these  lean  Cassius  looking  horses  are  the  best  to  get 
over  the  ground — your  fat  Italian  animals  are  perfect  oxen  on  the 
road  ;  beside  there  is  nothing  better  in  Rome  now — all  are  ^  en 
route. ^  Moreover  we  will  make  the  Vetturino  change  the  horse  that 
gave  out,  and  continue  to  do  so  as  often  as  one  fails."  The  Captain 
seemed  utterly  unable  to  comprehend  the  sudden  change  in  my 
views,  and  stood  and  stared  at  me  in  a  perfect  puzzle.  He  could 
not  understand  the  difference  between  the  prospect  of  having  a 
Captain  Brimstone  for  a  companion  on  the  way,  and  a  young 
beautiful  English  woman.  Just  then  a  happy  thought  came  to 
my  aid.  It  occurred  to  me  that  the  Captain  had  raved  so  on  the 
way  that  the  poor  apologies  for  horses  had  been  urged  to  their  ut- 
most powers  by  the  frightened  Vetturino,  and  I  inquired  how  long 
they  had  been  in  driving  from  Rome.  It  was  as  I  supposed  j  they 
had  come  like  distraction.  Why,  said  I,  you  have  come  it  in  an 
hour  and  a  half  less  time  than  we.  Why  you  will  trot  right 
away  from  us.  This  idea  tickled  the  Captain  amazingly  ;  he 
rubbed  his  hands,  chuckled,  and  turning  to  his  daughter  said, 
*'  Don't  you  see,  my  dear,  we  have  beat  them  an  hour  and  a 
half.  I  think  we  can  venture  to  go  on."  We  made  the  Vettu- 
rino change  one  of  his  horses  and  all  was  soon  settled. 

You  may  smile  at  this  episode,  but  it  is  one  of  those  things  that 
make  up  a  traveller's  existence,  and  interest  him  perhaps  deeper 
than  more  important  matters.  The  first  night  I  had  a  quarrel  with 
our  Vetturino  from  principle.  Paying  for  our  lodgings  himself, 
I  knew  that  he,  like  all  his  fraternity,  would  cheat  us  if  he  could. 
A  terrible  fuss  the  first  night,  as  if  you  expected  vastly  more 
than  any  body  could  give,  and  was  one  of  the  most  querulous  of 
the  fretful  species,  is  indispensable  to  secure  decent  treatment  on 
the  way.  I  will  not  weary  you  with  our  slow  desolate  ride  through 
Etruria.  Take  one  hut  as  a  specimen  of  many.  It  stood  by  the 
road-side,  in  the  open  ground  that  stretched  away  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  without  enclosures,  and  without  cultivation — 
built  of  a  sort  of  weed  that  grows  wild  in  that  section,  and  which 
has  the  appearance  of  small  brushwood.  I  entered  it,  and  there 
m  the  bare  ground,  sat  a  mother  with  several  children.     A  pot 
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was  boiling  in  the  centre,  with  some  vegetables  in  it.  The  fire 
frightened  me  in  the  midst  of  so  much  combustible  matter.  I 
spoke  to  the  mother,  and  inquired  about  her  circumstances,  and 
added,  "  Are  you  not  afraid  of  that  fire  ?  What  would  you  do  if 
this  tinder-box  here  in  which  you  live  should  catch  fire  ?"  She 
clasped  her  hands,  turned  her  black  eyes  toward  heaven,  and 
laughing  outright,  exclaimed,  "  God  help  us  then."  I  do -not  be- 
lieve an  Italian  woman  ever  prayed  without  a  laugh  in  one  corner 
of  her  heart. 

I  thought  I  would  describe,  but  cannot,  the  approach  to  pictu- 
resque Civita  Castellana — the  wonderful  ravine  that  passes  it, 
with  the  huts  of  washer- women  dwindled  down  to  a  point  at  the 
bottom — the  beautiful  valley  of  the  Tiber  which  we  dropped  into 
beyond,  where  Macdonald,  in  the  retreat  of  the  French  army 
from  Italy,  cut  his  way  through  the  Neapolitan  ranks,  though 
they  out-numbered  him  three  to  one — a  valley  then  filled  with 
the  smoke  of  battle,  but  now  the  sweetest,  loveliest  spot,  that  ever 
smiled  in  the  sunshine.     Here  the  artists  from  Rome  flock  in  the 
summer,  and  dream  away  its  oppressive  heat  in  this  Elysian 
field.     I  wished  also  to  take  you  along  the  vale  of  the  Nar,  with 
its  milk-white  flood,  and  hermitages  perched  on  the  rocks,  like 
eagles'  nests — and  bid  you  listen  to  the  chattering  of  one  of  the 
most  ignorant  monks  I  ever  conversed  with ;  but  I  must  hasten  on. 
At  Narni  was  a  celebration  in  honor  of  St.  John,  and  such  a 
collection  of  queer  costumes  you  never  beheld.     The  streets  were 
strewn  with  evergreens  ;  and  processions  were  formed,  headed 
with  a  wooden  cross,  some  fifteen  feet  high,  while  in  the  Churches 
were  drums,  and  trumpets,  and  armed  men.    But  this,  too,  I  must 
pass  by,  and  a  queer  adventure  that  befel  me  here,  and  ask  you 
only  to  accompany  me  while  the  carriage  is  left  to  meet  us  some 
three  miles  ahead,  to  the  Gulf  where  stands  the  ruinous  arches  of 
the  '  Bridge  of  Augustus.'    This  Bridge,  built  by  the  Emperor,  con- 
nects two  hills,  and  has  three  arches  more  than  sixty  feet  high,  built 
of  blocks  of  marble,  without  cement  or  cramps  of  any  description 
to  fasten  them.    The  middle  arch  is  broken,  and  beneath  it  rushes 
the  torrent  as  it  rushed  when  strode  the  Emperor  of  the  world  over. 
It  is  a  noble  ruin,  and  through  the  arch  a  distant  hermitage  among 
the  rocks  looked  picturesque  enough.  Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXXVII. 

Falls  of  Temi. 

Terni,  May,  1843. 
Dear  E. — We  reached  here  about  3  o'clock  this  afternoon, 
and  immediately  hired  another  carriage  and  started  for  the 
"  Falls  of  Terni. ^^  You  can  visit  them  in  two  ways — by  begin- 
ning at  the  bottom,  and  walking  to  the  top,  or  riding  up  a  moun- 
tain by  a  recently  made  road,  a  mile  or  two,  and  descending  to 
the  bottom.  Our  guide  and  driver  thought  of  course  it  would  be 
far  better  to  begin  at  the  bottom,  for  more  than  "eighteen  rea- 
sons," but  especially  as  it  would  save  driving  us  some  two  or 
three  miles  up  a  steep,  narrow,  and  winding  way.  But  let  me 
advise  the  traveller  in  the  first  place  always  to  ride  to  the  top,  and 
send  his  carriage  back.  In  the  second  place,  to  fill  his  pocket 
with  coppers,  and  as  soon  as  he  sees  a  beggar  approach,  or  a  man 
picking  up  stones  out  of  the  path,  or  even  standing  still,  to  hurl 
one  at  him.  A  dollar  or  two  spent  in  this  way  is  a  clear  gain,  to 
one  who  wishes  to  enjoy  the  scenery ;  otherwise  he  will  have 
every  fine  emotion  dissipated,  and  his  very  soul  tormented  into 
madness,  by  the  incessant  cry  of  "  Signore,  un  baiocca — per 
carita — mi  miserabile,"  et  cetera.  My  small  stock  was  soon  ex- 
hausted, and  the  moment  I  stopped  amid  the  roar  of  the  cataract, 
to  listen  to  its  great  anthem,  or  look  on  its  torn  waters,  I  was 
besieged  by  some  half  dozen  ragamuffins,  till  I  had  no  resource 
but  run  for  it.  They  always  take  it  for  granted  you  lie  when 
you  tell  them  you  have  no  more  small  change.  I  will  not  attemp* 
to  describe  these  Falls.  I  will  say  only  that  the  upper  Fall 
is  about  50  feet  high,  the  second  between  600  and  700,  and  the 
long  sheet  of  foam  which  forms  the  third  270  feet,  making  in  all 
about  1,000  feet — and  then  refer  you  to  Byron's  description,  be- 
ginning-— 
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"  The  roar  of  waters  ! — from  the  headlong  height 
Velmo  cleaves  the  wave-worn  precipice  ; 
The  fall  of  waters !  rapid  as  the  light 

The  flashing  mass  foams,  shaking  the  abyss  ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss, 
And  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  Phlegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  gird  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set." 

I  will  merely  add  by  way  of  comment  that  this  description  is 
stretched  a  little.  I  will  say,  however,  in  justice  to  Byron,  that  I 
have  ever  found  Childe  Harold's  descriptions  faithful  almost  to  the 
letter,  except  in  this  single  instance,  and  here  I  excuse  him  on  the 
ground  that  he  had  never  seen  any  large  cataracts,  and  hence  was 
naturally  impressed  beyond  measure  with  the  sublimity  of  this 
really  fine  water-fall.  But  the  "  infant  sea"  he  speaks  of  I  could 
throw  my  hat  across,  and  "  the  eternity"  he  thinks  he  sees  "  rush- 
ing on"  is  the  smallest  probably  most  men  will  ever  experience. 

Yet  the  cataract  is  worth  a  visit.  The  rapid  shoot  of  the 
waters  at  the  summit — the  long  reckless  leap  of  the  torrent  that 
is  dashed  into  the  minutest  particles  of  foam  at  the  bottom,  which 
go  rising  up  like  smoke  over  the  face  of  the  rock — the  dizzy 
height — the  roar  and  the  solitude,  impress  the  mind  with  awe  and 
wonder ;  and  then  the  hidden  and  mysterious  paths  that  lead  to 
the  bottom — now  burying  you  in  the  side  of  the  hill,  and  now 
carrying  you  to  the  very  brink  of  some  precipice,  whose  forehead 
is  bathed  in  the  falling  spray,  keep  you  in  a  state  of  constant  ex- 
citement. 

The  finest  view,  however,  is  from  a  rock  on  the  opposite  moun- 
tain. From  this  point  you  look  directly  on  the  face  of  the  cata- 
ract,  and  take  in  the  whole  at  a  glance.  In  gazing  on  this  water- 
fall I  was  struck  with  the  power  of  a  poetic  imagination  to  im- 
personate every  thing.     Byron  says, 

"  While  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  Phlegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet,"  &.C. 

And  sure  enough,  there  it  is — the  "  sweat  of  their  great  agony." 
The  spray,  condensing  on  the  black  sides  of  the  rocks,  trickles 
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down  as  if  pressed  out  of  them  by  their  torment,  under  the  eter- 
nal shock  of  the  falling  cataract  upon  them.  As  I  stood  gazing 
at  this  mad  stream,  breaking  itself  into  a  thousand  fragments  in 
its  desperate  leap,  a  thunder-cloud  slowly  threw  fold  after  fold 
over  the  dwarf  firs  that  fringed  the  top,  till  the  heavy  masses 
seemed  fairly  to  press  their  dark  bosom  on  the  summit  of  the 
hill — while  the  roar  of  the  blast,  and  the  low  growl  of  the  distant 
thunder,  mingling  with  the  roar  of  the  cataract,  made  it  a  scene 
of  wild  sublimity.  I  had  missed  the  "  Iris,"  but  I  was  repaid  by 
the  storm.  The  day  seemed  changing  into  night,  and  I  at  length 
turned  away  to  find  some  place  of  shelter  before  the  cloud  should 
burst  over  me.  Descending,  I  met  my  peppery  Captain  and  his 
sweet  daughter.  I  had  no  particular  solicitude  about  the  Cap- 
tain's skin,  but  I  was  anxious  to  save  the  little  beauty  from  the 
shower  I  knew  would  soon  be  upon  us.  I  besought  her  to  return, 
assuring  her  she  would  be  drenched  if  she  proceeded.  "  What," 
said  she,  in  a  voice  like  a  bird,  "  is  not  that  point  of  rock  I  just 
saw  you  sitting  upon  the  best  spot  from  which  to  view  the  cata- 
ract ?"  Undoubtedly,  madam ;  but  if  you  attempt  to  reach  it  you 
will  certainly  be  overtaken  by  the  storm.  "But  I  must  see  it," 
she  replied.  1  urged  her  in  vain  to  desist,  and  was  on  the 
point  of  offering  my  services,  when  wisely  considering  it  would 
not  improve  my  personal  appearance  to  get  a  thorough  drenching, 
nor  make  the  rain  any  the  less  heavy  on  her,  I  concluded  to  let 
the  wilful  little  creature  take  her  soaking  alone. 

I  had  scarcely  reached  our  carriage  before  the  rain  came 
down  in  solid  masses.  I  took  shelter  in  a  curious  looking  hole, 
tenanted  by  an  old  hag  whose  company  was  almost  as  bad  as  the 
thunder  storm.  I  stood  and  looked  out  on  the  driving  rain,  and 
shrugged  my  shoulders  as  I  thought  of  my  English  Hotspur  and 
his  wife  and  daughter.  At  length,  tired  of  waiting  the  motion  of 
the  storm,  I  hired  a  half  of  an  umbrella  for  two  pauls,  and  start- 
ed off,  and  such  a  wild-cat  ride  I  never  took  before.  The  driver 
whipped  his  horses  into  a  dead  run  till  the  carriage  spun  like  a  top. 

After  we  had  fairly  got  home  and  down  to  our  tea  the  Cap- 
tain and  his  family  arrived.  He  was  cool  as  a  cucumber,  while 
the  young  authoress,  drenched  to  the  skin,  crept  demurely  along, 
looking  the  very  picture  of  desolation.     In  a  few  minutes,  how* 
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ever,  the  Captain's  blood  was  again  up,  and  he  came  in  sputtering 
away  about  fevers,  and  agues,  et  cetera,  that  he  feared  would  fol- 
low this  exposure.  You  must  know  an  Italian  is  nervously  afraid 
of  getting  wet,  as  in  this  climate  it  induces  fever. 

So  ends  my  trip  to  Terni,  and  the  Cataract  of  Velino.  It  is 
singular  that  Terni  and  Tivoli,  two  of  the  finest  waterfalls  in  Eu- 
rope, should  both  be  artificial.  The  Romans  made  this  cascade 
by  turning  the  waters  of  the  Velinus  from  their  original  course, 
over  this  precipice.  In  this  way  they  drained  the  rich  plains  of 
Rieti.  It  has  been  changed  and  modified  much  since,  according 
as  the  inundations  of  the  valley  demanded  it. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXXVIII. 

Perugia — Clitumnus — Battle-Field  of  Thrasymene. 

Dear  E. — I  have  been  five  days  on  the  road  from  Rome  to  this 
place,  and  designed  to  give  you  a  letter  filled  with  the  occurrences 
of  each  day  ;  but  I  will  crowd  the  five  into  one  letter,  and  by  this 
process  endeavor  to  give  you  the  cream  of  the  whole.  Spoleto, 
with  its  ruined  aqueducts  and  ancient  gate,  called  the  gate  of 
Hannibal,  I  must  pass  over,  and  hurry  away  to  Foligno,  just  bid- 
ding you  stop  a  moment — and  you  must  be  very  careful  or  you 
will  pass  it  unnoticed — to  see  the  tiny  temple  mentioned  by  Pliny, 
and  dedicated  in  olden  time  to  the  river  god,  Clitumnus.  Childe 
Harold  is  the  best  guide-book  for  this  region,  and  Byron  stopped 
here  and  sung — 

"  But  thou,  Clitumnus !  in  thy  sweetest  wave 
Of  the  most  living  crystal  that  was  e'er 
The  haunt  of  river  nymph,  to  gaze  and  lave 
Her  limbs  where  nothing  liid  them,"  &c. 

And  again — 

"  And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  Temple  still 
Of  small  and  delicate  proportions,"  &c. 

But  you  can  read  it  for  yourself.  At  Foligno  we  staid  all 
night,  and  a  gloomy  one  it  was.  The  rain  had  poured  all  day, 
and  the  streets  were  muddy  and  lonely,  while  on  every  gloomy 
church  was  painted  a  death's  head  and  cross  bones.  With  the 
uprising  sun  we  were  off*,  and  the  clear  air  of  the  open  country 
quickly  effaced  the  memory  of  the  dirty  town. 

Assisi  sits  on  the  slope  of  a  hill,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
the  road,  one  of  the  most  picturesque  towns  in  Italy.  Its  long 
rows  of  aqueducts,  stretching  from  mountain  to  mountain — its 
lofty  commanding  citadel,  and  its  old  battlements  and  towers  en- 
compassing it  around,  combine  to  render  it  a  striking  object  as  it 
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lies  along  the  height.     Dante  gives  a  most  beautiful  description 
of  it,  beginning — 

"  Intra  Tupino  e  I'acqua,  che  discende 
Dal  colle  eletto  dal  beato  Ubaldo,"  &c.,  &c. 

Perugia  comes  next  in  the  catalogue,  situated  on  the  top  of  a 
hill,  and  the  capital  of  the  second  delegation  of  the  Papal  States. 
It  is  a  polished  city,  abounding  in  works  of  art,  and  worthy  a 
longer  stop  than  travellers  usually  give  it.  It  is  true  it  contains 
now  but  18,000  inhabitants,  but  its  works  of  art  are  the  relics  of 
the  period  when  it  could  lose  100,000  by  the  pestilence  in  one 
year  and  still  be  a  large  city.  I  visited  the  Etruscan  tombs  in 
this  region,  and  would  give  you  a  learned  dissertation  on  them  if 
I  could  throw  any  light  on  this  intricate  subject.  To  stand  before 
the  urns  and  mouldering  marble  that  were  ancient  when  Rome 
stood,  and  Caesar  was  a  modern,  and  read,  or  rather  attempt  to 
read,  characters  that  no  man  can  read,  fills  one  with  strange  sen- 
sations. These  Etruscans  understood  the  arts,  especially  sculp- 
ture, and  were  certainly  to  some  extent  a  polished  race.  Their 
epitaphs  have  reached  posterity,  but,  alas,  posterity  cannot  read 
them.  What  a  comment  on  human  fame !  The  proud  chieftain 
who  built  him  a  tomb  before  he  died,  and  ordered  his  own  marble 
and  epitaph,  lies  in  the  midst  of  his  garnished  sepulchre  utterly 
unknown.  This  wise  world  cannot  make  out  the  letters  of  his 
name.  If  he  had  dreamed  posterity  would  ever  have  become  so 
degenerate  as  to  be  unable  to  read  the  letters  of  his  alphabet,  he 
would  probably  have  scorned  to  have  attempted  to  send  his  name 
and  race  down  to  it.  Perugia  has  a  Lunatic  Asylum,  managed 
on  the  modern  improved  system,  and  an  excellent  University. 
The  fortress,  called  the  Citadello  Paolina,  was  begun  by  Pope 
Paul  III.,  who  laid  waste  a  part  of  the  town  to  reduce  the  Peru- 
gians,  who  rebelled  against  a  salt-tax  he  levied  on  them.  The 
first  cannon  was  smuggled  in  a  corn-sack,  and  the  Perugians 
commemorated  this  violation  of  their  liberty  by  the  couplet — 

"  Giacchi  cosi  vuole  il  diavolo 
Ewiva  Papa  Paolo  ! " 

"  Since  the  devil  will  have  it  so, 
Long  live  Pope  Paul." 
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The  hotel  where  we  stopped  was  an  old  palace,  and  in  one  ot 
the  chambers  were  old  armor  and  paintings,  and  relics  enough  to 
make  a  small  museum,  and  all  for  sale — cheap.  But  the  great- 
est object  of  interest,  especially  to  the  antiquarian,  is  the  Museum, 
from  the  number  of  Etruscan  relics  it  contains,  all  of  which 
are  picked  up  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  city.  They  have  already 
collected  nearly  one  hundred  separate  inscriptions,  the  longest 
of  which  contains  forty-five  lines. 

This  city  looks  down  on  a  most  magnificent  view.  The  valley 
of  the  Tiber  towards  Rome,  is  spread  out  in  its  richness  and  ver- 
dure, sprinkled  with  villages  and  convents ;  while  far  away,  the 
beautiful  Umbrian  Mountains  finish  the  surpassingly  lovely  land- 
scape. The  Cathedral  and  fountain,  etc.,  we  will  leave  alone, 
and  hasten  away  to  get  a  sail  on  the  beautiful  lake  of  Thrasy- 
mene  before  sunset.  The  descent  into  the  valley  of  Caina  is 
steep,  and  we  now  see  no  more  of  the  Tiber.  Towards  evening 
we  came  to  a  ridge  of  hills,  from  the  top  of  which  Thrasymene 
is  visible.  Here  we  were  compelled  to  take  oxen  to  drag  us  up. 
An  old  lofty  tower  stands  on  the  top,  overgrown  with  ivy,  and 
presenting  one  of  the  most  picturesque  ruins  of  its  kind  I  have 
ever  seen.  As  I  stood  at  its  base,  and  looked  back  on  the  valley, 
cultivated  like  a  garden,  and  green  as  an  emerald,  as  it  lay  flooded 
in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun,  I  did  not  wonder  the  Italian  loved 
his  country.  Thrasymene  is  immortal,  from  the  terrible  battle 
fought  on  its  shores,  between  Hannibal  and  the  Roman  Consul 
Flaminius.  With  Livy  as  a  guide-book,  or  Hobhouse's  notes  on 
the  fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold,  which  are  but  little  more 
than  a  translation  from  Livy  and  Polybius,  you  can  fix  every 
part  of  the  battle-field,  almost  as  accurately  as  you  can  the  local- 
ities of  Waterloo.  The  range  of  mountains  called  the  Gualandro, 
approach  at  two  separate  points  close  to  the  lake,  while  between, 
the  land  recedes  away,  forming  an  arc  larger  than  a  semicircle. 
At  the  two  points  where  the  mountain  touches  the  lake,  are  the 
two  passes  that  lead  into  this  semicircular  area.  In  the  interior 
of  this  area,  and  on  the  side  towards  Rome,  rises  a  conical  hill, 
on  which  Hannibal  stationed  the  main  body  of  his  troops,  while 
he  placed  men  in  ambush  near  the  pass  on  the  farther  side, 
towards  Florence,  through  which  Flaminius  was  to  come.     Be- 
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fore  daybreak,  the  Roman  Consul  entered  this  pass,  without 
sending  forward  a  single  spy  to  ascertain  either  the  position  of  the 
ground  or  the  enemy.  At  the  farther  side  he  saw  on  the  hill- 
top  the  Carthaginian  army,  and  pressed  on.  Just  then  a  heavy 
fog  rose  from  the  lake,  and  covered  the  Roman  host,  while  the 
hill-tops  were  left  in  the  sun  light,  so  that  Hannibal  could  com- 
municate with  the  different  portions  of  his  army  unseen,  and  also 
detect,  by  the  moving  mist  that  stirred  to  the  muffled  tread  of  the 
fierce  legions,  every  step  of  the  advancing  army.  Hannibal's 
forces  had  dwindled  from  a  hundred  thousand  down  to  twenty 
thousand,  yet  he  had  no  choice  but  to  fight  or  die.  At  a  given 
signal,  the  men  in  ambush  fell  on  the  flank  of  the  Romans,  while 
Hannibal  moved  down  on  their  centre.  For  three  hours  the  bat- 
tle raged  with  such  terrific  fury,  that  neither  army  were  con- 
scious of  an  earthquake  that  rocked  under  them  the  while.  The 
tempest  of  passion  and  the  shock  of  battle  were  more  terrible 
than  the  passing  earthquake.  At  length  Flaminius  fell,  strug- 
gling bravely,  but  in  vain,  to  retrieve  his  rash  error ;  and  then 
the  battle  became  a  slaughter.  The  Roman  legions  were  tram- 
pled to  the  ground  ;  and  a  rivulet  that  was  loaded  with  the  car- 
casses of  the  slain,  rolled  its  purple  torrent  to  the  lake,  till  the 
lake  itself  was  discolored  far  out  from  the  shore.  From  that  day 
to  this,  for  two  thousand  years,  it  has  bore  the  name  of  II  San- 
guinelto,  or  the  bloody  rivulet.  The  peasantry  retain  the  tradition 
of  the  battle,  and  the  name  of  Hannibal  is  one  of  terror  to  them. 
As  I  looked  over  that  plain,  smiling  in  all  the  brightness  of  a 
spring  morning,  it  did  not  seem  possible  it  had  once  shook  under 
the  tread  of  the  haughty  African,  and  been  soaked  with  the  blood 
of  so  many  brave  Romans. 

"  Far  other  scene  is  Thrasymene  now : 
Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 
Rent  by  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  plough ; 
Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 
Lay  where  their  roots  are " 

At  evening  I  took  a  sail  on  this  "  sheet  of  silver,"  (and  it  is  a 
sweet  lake  with  sweeter  shores.)  Thinking  it  would  bs  somewhat 
romantic  to  have  my  boatmen  sing  as  they  rowed,  I  proposed  to 
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have  them  give  me  a  song.  They  refused,  under  the  plea  of  in- 
ability. I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  a  duck  being  unable 
to  swim,  as  of  an  Italian  not  knowing  how  to  sing ;  so  I  offered 
them  money.  After  much  solicitation,  and  a  liberal  offer,  they 
finally  commenced — but  such  music  !  I  am  not  very  particular 
under  such  circumstances,  if  the  harmony  is  not  as  perfect  as  it 
would  be  in  a  full  orchestra,  but  this  was  altogether  too  much  for 
my  nerves.  I  begged  them  to  stop,  saying,  "  I'll  pay  you  just 
as  much  as  if  you  sung  an  hour — nay,  double — if  you  will  only 
stop." 

Three  beautiful  islands  rise  out  of  the  bosom  of  this  lake,  on 
one  of  which  is  a  convent.  Wishing  to  test  the  men's  knowledge 
of  their  priests,  I  inquired  if  the  monks  lived  there  unmarried. 
"  Certainly,"  they  replied.  "  But,"  I  added,  "  I  should  think  they 
would  be  lonely."  "  Oh,'' said  they,  "there  are  people  enough 
on  the  island,  and  the  monks  have  women  in  plenty."  "  How  do 
you  know  that  ?"  I  inquired.  "  Why  they  have  got  a  great  many 
children  on  the  island."  "  How  can  you  tell,"  I  asked  again, 
"their  children  from  the  others  V  "  Oh,  hy  their  hig  heads.''  I 
laughed  outright  at  the  fellow's  shrewdness.  You  must  know  the 
monks,  as  a  general  thing,  have  large  heads,  as  well  as  fat  round 
stomachs,  and  these  good  Catholic  fishermen  knew  the  proverb, 
"  like  father  like  son." 

Arezzo,  which  lies  a  little  off  the  road,  is  well  worth  a  visit,  if 
for  nothing  else  than  to  see  the  house  in  which  Petrarch  was  born, 
and  the  well  near  which  Boccaccio  placed  the  comic  scene  of  To- 
fano  and  Monna  Ghita  his  wife.  The  cathedral  stands  on  a  com- 
manding eminence,  and  its  stained  windows  are  probably  the  finest 
in  the  world.  Their  brilliant  colors  seem,  indeed,  as  Vasari  once 
said,  to  be  "  something  rained  down  from  heaven  for  the  consola- 
tion of  men."  They  have  a  custom  here  (i.  e.,  the  distinguished 
families)  of  putting  a  marble  tablet  over  their  doors,  stating  their 
rank  and  greatness.  This  strikes  one  as  ostentatious,  but  it  is  very 
convenient  to  the  traveller. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XXXIX. 

A  Man  built  in  a  Wall. 

Florence,  May,  1843. 
Dear  E. — Leaving  Arezzo  yesterday  later  than  we  ought,  we 
were  compelled  to  stop  for  the  night  at  a  country  inn,  entirely 
removed  from  any  settlement,  and  with  no  house  in  sight  of  it. 
It  was  growing  dark  as  we  drove  up,  and  the  lonely  inn,  though 
not  particularly  inviting,  seemed  preferable  to  the  uninhabited 
road  that  stretched  away  on  the  farther  side.  Every  thing  was 
in  primitive  style ;  the  stables  were  on  the  first  floor,  at  the  foot  of 
the  stairs,  leading  to  the  second  story  ;  and  the  horses  slept  below, 
while  we  slept  above.  As  we  went  up  we  saw  them  standing  by 
the  manger,  just  where  the  bar-room  should  have  been,  quietly 
put  away  for  the  night.  Having  obtained  some  honey,  my  invari- 
able resort  in  wretched  inns  in  Italy,  I  made  my  simple  meal  and 
strolled  out  into  the  moonlight  to  breathe  the  fresh  air,  when  on  the 
hills  in  the  distance — a  bonfire  suddenly  blazed  up,  before  which 
dusky  figures  were  rapidly  passing  and  repassing.  On  inquiry 
I  found  that  it  was  kindled  in  honor  of  an  approaching  festivity, 
and  that  music  and  dancing  would  be  in  the  peasant's  cottage 
that  night.  I  do  not  know  why  it  is,  but  a  mirthful  scene  in  a 
strange  country  ainong  the  peasantry  brings  back  the  memory  of 
home  sooner  than  anything  else.  There  is  a  freshness,  a  sincerity 
about  it,  that  reminds  one  of  his  childhood  years,  and  makes  the 
heart  sad.  It  was  so  with  me  last  night.  Every  thing  was  quiet 
as  the  moonlight  on  the  hills,  and  the  stillness  of  nature  seemed 
filled  with  sad  memories.  I  returned  to  my  bed,  but  not  to  sleep ; 
the  busy  brain  and  busier  heart  drove  slumber  away.  At 
length  a  feeling  like  suffocation  came  over  me,  and  I  rose  and 
opened  the  window  and  leaned  out  into  the  cool  air  for  relief. 
All  was  quiet  within  and  without.     The  stars  were  burning  on 
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in  the  deep  heavens,  and  the  moon  was  hanging  her  crescent  far 
away  over  the  hills.  The  distant  bonfire  burned  low  and  feebly, 
for  the  revellers  had  left  it.  The  heavy  breathing  of  my  com- 
panion in  the  next  room  spoke  of  oblivion  and  rest,  while  my  own 
loud  pulses  told  how  little  sleep  would  be  mine  that  night.  Mem- 
ories came  thronging  back  like  forgotten  music,  and  the  sternness 
of  the  man,  and  the  indifference  of  the  traveller,  melted  away  be- 
fore the  feelings  of  the  child,  the  son,  and  the  early  dreamer. 
As  I  stood  looking  off  on  the  sparkling  light  and  deep  shadows  of 
the  uneven  surface  before  me,  suddenly  from  out  a  grotto  of 
trees,  came  the  clear  voice  of  a  nightingale.  It  was  like  the 
voice  of  a  spirit  to  me,  so  strange  and  mysterious.  Uncon- 
scious of  any  listener,  it  looked  out  from  its  thick  curtain  of 
leaves  and  sang  on  to  the  moon  ;  its  wild  warble  was  like  the  mur- 
mur in  one's  dreams,  and  the  music  seemed  half  repressed  in 
its  trembling  throat.  I  listened  as  it  rose  and  died  away  and 
rose  again,  till  I  felt  that  the  sweet  bird  was  singing  in  its  happy 
dreams.  How  long  I  listened  I  know  not,  and  what  the  strange 
fancies  that  spell-bound  me  were,  I  cannot  tell.  ***** 
At  length  the  morning  came  and  we  started  for  Florencie.  While 
the  driver  was  harnessing  his  team,  I  set  off  on  foot  and  walked 
on  for  miles,  while  the  quietness  around  was  disturbed  only  by 
the  mournful  cry  of  the  cuckoo,  the  sure  precursor  of  rain.  We 
at  length  entered  the  Val  d'Arno,  and  wound  along  its  beautiful 
banks.  In  the  distance,  on  the  right,  was  the  Vallembrosa,  im- 
mortalized by  Milton,  and  the  convent  in  which  he  dwelt.  The 
scenery  changed  with  every  turn  of  the  river,  yet  it  was  evei 
from  beautiful  io  beautiful. 

At  length  we  entered  the  little  town  of  San  Giovanni  (St. 
John),  and  after  strolling  over  the  cathedral,  sent  for  the  woman 
who  keeps  the  key  of  the  door  that  shuts  over  the  withered  form 
of  a  man  cased  in  a  side  wall  of  the  church  San  Lorenzo.  As 
the  sort  of  trap-door  swung  open,  I  recoiled  a  step  in  horror,  for 
there  stood  upright,  a  human  skeleton,  perfect  in  all  its  parts, 
staring  upon  me  with  its  dead  eye-sockets.  No  coffin  enclosed  it — 
no  mason  work  surrounded  it,  but  among  the  naked,  jagged  stones, 
it  stood  erect  and  motionless. 

This  church  had  been  built  centuries  ago,  and  remained  un- 
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touched  till  within  a  few  years,  when  in  making  some  repairs, 
the  workmen  had  occasion  to  pierce  the  wall,  and  struck  upon  this 
skeleton.  They  carefully  uncovered  it,  without  disturbing  its 
position  or  loosening  a  single  bone.  Why  and  wherefore  I  can- 
not tell,  but  the  priests  have  left  it  to  stand  in  the  place  and  at- 
titude it  was  discovered,  an  object  of  superstitious  dread,  yet  of 
universal  interest.  A  narrow  door  has  been  made  to  sv/ing  over 
it,  to  protect  it  from  injury  and  shield  it  from  the  eyes  of  those 
who  worship  in  the  church.  The  frame  indicates  a  powerful 
man,  and  though  it  is  but  a  skeleton,  the  whole  attitude  and 
aspect  give  one  the  impression  of  a  death  of  agony.  The  arms 
are  folded  across  the  breast  in  forced  resignation,  the  head  is 
slightly  bowed,  and  the  shoulders  elevated,  as  if  in  the  effort  to 
breathe,  while  the  very  face — bereft  of  muscle  as  it  is — seems 
full  of  suffering.  An  English  physician  was  with  me,  and  in- 
ured to  skeletons  as  he  was,  his  countenance  changed  as  he  gazed 
on  it,  his  eyes  seemed  riveted  to  it  and  he  made  no  reply  to  the 
repeated  questions  I  put  to  him,  but  kept  gazing,  as  if  in  a  trance. 
It  was  not  till  after  we  left  that  he  w^ould  speak  of  it,  and  then  his 
voice  was  low  and  solemn,  as  if  he  himself  had  seen  the  living 
burial.  Said  he,  "  That  man  died  by  svffocation,  and  he  was 
built  up  alive  in  that  wall.  In  the  first  place,  it  is  evident  it  was 
a  case  of  murder,  for  there  are  no  grave  clothes,  no  coffin,  and  no 
mason  work  around  the  body.  The  poor  civility  of  a  savage 
was  not  shown  here,  in  knocking  off  the  points  of  the  stones,  to 
give  even  the  appearance  of  regularity  to  the  enclosure.  He 
was  packed  into  the  rough  wall,  and  built  over,  beginning  at  the 
feet.  It  is  extremely  difficult  to  tell  anything  of  the  manner  of 
death,  whether  painful  or  pleasant,  by  any  skeleton,  for  the  face 
always  has  the  appearance  of  suffering ;  but  there  are  certain 
indications  about  this  which  show  that  the  death  was  a  painful 
one,  and  caused,  doubtless,  by  suffocation.  In  the  first  place,  the 
arms  are  not  crossed  gently  and  quietly  in  the  decent  composure 
of  death,  but  far  over,  as  with  a  painful  effort  or  by  force.  In 
the  second  place  the  shoulders  are  elevated,  as  if  the  last,  strong 
effort  of  the  man  was  for  breath.  In  the  third  place,  the  bones 
of  the  toes  are  curled  over  the  edge  of  the  stone  on  which  he 
stands,  as  if  contracted  in  agony  when  life  parted.     And,"  con- 
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tinued  the  doctor,  with  true  professional  detail,  "  he  died  hard,  for 
he  was  a  powerful  man.  He  was  full  six  feet  high,  with  broad 
chest  and  shoulders,  and  strong-limbed."  I  knew  all  this  before, 
for  Ifelt  it.  There  was  no  mistaking  the  manner  of  that  man's 
death.  I  could  tell  every  step  of  the  process.  Doubtless  there 
was  originally  some  hanging,  or  church  furniture  in  this  part  of 
the  church,  to  conceal  the  displacement  of  the  wall.  In  a  dark 
night  the  unfortunate  man  was  entrapped,  bound  and  brought 
into  this  temple,  where  he  first  could  be  tortured  to  death,  and 
then  the  crime  concealed.  Men  of  rank  were  engaged  in  it,  for 
none  other  could  have  got  the  control  of  a  church,  and  none  but 
a  distinguished  victim  would  have  caused  such  great  precaution 
in  the  murderers.  By  the  dim  light  of  lamps,  whose  rays  scarce- 
ly reached  the  lofty  ceiling,  the  stones  were  removed  before  the 
eyes  of  the  doomed  man,  and  measurement  after  measurement 
taken,  to  see  if  the  aperture  was  sufficiently  large.  A  bound  and 
helpless  victim,  he  lay  on  the  cold  pavement,  with  the  high  altar 
and  cross  before  him,  but  no  priest  to  shrive  him.  Stifling  in 
pride  the  emotions  that  checked  his  very  sighs,  he  strung  every 
nerve  for  the  slow  death  he  must  meet.  At  length  tlie  opening 
was  declared  large  enough,  and  he  was  lifted  into  it.  The  work- 
man began  at  the  feet,  and  with  his  mortar  and  trowel  built  up 
with  the  same  carelessness  he  would  exhibit  in  filling  any  broken 
wall.  The  successful  enemy  stood  leaning  on  his  sword — a  smile 
of  scorn  and  revenge  on  his  features — and  watched  the  face  of 
the  man  he  hated,  but  no  longer  feared.  Ah,  it  v/as  a  wild  ef- 
fort that  undertook  to  return  glance  for  glance  and  scorn  for  scorn, 
when  one  was  the  conquered  and  helpless  victim,  and  the  other 
the  proud  and  victorious  foe  !  It  was  slow  work  fitting  the  pieces 
nicely,  so  as  to  close  up  the  aperture  with  precision.  The  tink- 
ling of  the  trowel  on  the  edges  of  the  stones,  as  it  broke  ofi*  here 
and  ,there  a  particle  to  make  them  match,  was  like  the  blow  of  a 
hammer  on  the  excited  nerves  of  the  half  buried  wretch.  At 
length  the  solid  wall  rose  over  his  chest,  repressing  its  effort  to 
lift  with  the  breath,  when  a  stifled  groan  for  the  first  time  escaped 
the  sufferer's  lips,  and  a  shudder  ran  through  his  frame  that 
threatened  to  shake  the  solid  mass  which  enclosed  it  to  pieces. 
Yet  up  went  the  mason  work  till  it  reached  the  mouth,  and  the 
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rough  fragment  was  jammed  into  the  teeth,  and  fastened  there 
with  the  mortar — and  still  rose,  till  nothing  but  the  pale  white 
forehead  was  visible  in  the  opening.  With  care  and  precision 
the  last  stone  was  fitted  in  the  narrow  space — the  trowel  passed 
smoothly  over  it — a  stifled  groan,  as  if  from  the  centre  of  a  rock, 
broke  the  stillness — one  strong  shiver,  and  all  was  over.  The 
agony  had  passed — revenge  was  satisfied,  and  a  secret  locked 
up  for  the  great  revelation  day.  Years  rolled  by ;  one  after 
another  of  the  murderers  dropped  into  his  grave,  and  the  memory 
of  the  missing  man  passed  from  the  earth.  Years  will  still  roll 
by,  till  this  strong  frame  shall  step  out  from  its  narrow  enclosure 
upon  the  marble  pavement,  a  living  man. 

Absorbed  in  the  reflections  such  a  sight  naturally  awakens,  I 
rode  on,  for  a  long  time  unconscious  of  the  scenery  around  me, 
and  of  the  murmur  of  the  Arno  on  its  way  through  the  valley. 
But  other  objects  at  length  crowded  off  the  shadow  that  was  on 
the  spirit ;  the  day  wore  away,  and  at  last,  after  ascending  a  long 
and  weary  mountain,  Florence,  with  its  glorious  dome,  and  the 
whole  vale  of  the  Arno,  rich  as  a  garden,  lay  below  us.  Past 
smiling  peasants  and  vine-covered  wa^**^  we  trotted  down  into  the 
valley  and  entered  the  city. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XL. 

American  Artists  in  Florence. 

Florence,  May. 

Dear  E. — We  have  long  been  accused  of  wanting  taste  and 
genius,  especially  in  the  fine  arts ;  and  an  Englishman  always 
smiles  at  any  pretension  to  them  on  our  part.  In  his  criticism, 
our  poetry  is  imitation  of  the  great  bards  of  England  ;  while 
our  knowledge  of  music  is  confined  to  Yankee  Doodle  and  Hail 
Columbia ;  and  our  skill  in  architecture,  to  the  putting  up  of 
steeples,  school-houses,  and  liberty  poles.  It  may  be  so,  but  we 
will  cheerfully  enter  the  field  with  him  in  that  department  of  the 
fine  arts,  calling  for  the  loftiest  efforts  of  genius,  and  the  purest 
incarnation  of  the  sentiment  of  beauty  in  man — I  mean  painting 
and  sculpture,  especially  the  latter. 

There  are  two  American  artists  in  Florence,  by  the  name  of 
Brown ;  one  a  painter,  and  the  other  a  sculptor.  Mr.  Brown 
the  painter  is  one  of  the  best  copyists  of  the  age.  Under  his 
hand,  the  great  masters  reappear  in  undiminished  beauty.  But 
his  merits  do  not  stop  here — he  is  also  a  fine  composer ;  and 
when  the  mood  is  on  him,  flings  off  most  spirited  designs.  In  his 
house  we  have  seen  pieces  that  indicate  merit  of  the  highest  order. 

We  first  saw  Mr.  Brown  in  the  Pitti  Gallery.  Wandering 
through  it  one  day  with  a  quondam  attache,  to  one  of  the  continen- 
tal embassies,  my  friend  paused  before  a  magnificent  picture, 
and  introduced  me  to  the  artist  as  Mr.  Brown  of  America.  It 
was  a  copy  of  one  of  Salvator  Rosa's  finest  pieces,  and  had 
already  been  contracted  for,  by  a  member  of  the  English  Par- 
liament, for  three  hundred  dollars.  Walking  one  day  through 
the  gallery,  the  Englishman  was  struck  with  the  remarkable 
beauty  of  the  copy,  and  immediately  purchased  it,  though  in  an 
unfinished  state.  Thus  we  lose  them ;  and  though  we  possess 
fine  artists,  our  wealthy  men  refuse  to  buy  their  works,  and  they 
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go  to  embellish  the  drawing-rooms  and  galleries  of  England. 
Mr.  Powers  stands  undoubtedly  at  the  head  of  American  sculp- 
tors. His  two  great  works  are  Eve  and  the  Greek  Slave.  Critics 
are  divided  on  the  merits  of  these  two  figures.  As  the  mere  em- 
bodiment of  beauty  and  loveliness,  the  Slave  undoubtedly  has  the 
pre-eminence.  The  perfect  moulding  of  the  limbs,  the  exquisite 
proportion  and  harmony  of  all  the  parts,  the  melancholy,  yet  sur- 
passingly lovely  face,  combine  to  render  it  more  like  a  beautiful 
vision  assuming  the  aspect  of  marble,  than  a  solid  form  hewn  out 
of  a  rock.  There  she  stands,  leaning  on  her  arm  and  musing  on 
her  inevitable  destiny.  There  is  no  paroxysm  of  grief,  no  over- 
whelming anguish,  depicted  on  the  countenance.  It  is  a  calm 
and  hopeless  sorrow — the  quiet  submission  of  a  heart  too  pure 
and  gentle  for  any  stormy  passion.  That  heart  has  broken  it  is 
true,  but  broken  in  silence — without  a  murmur  or  complaint. 
The  first  feeling  her  look  and  attitude  inspire,  is  not  so  much  a 
wish  yourself  to  rescue  her,  as  a  prayer  that  Heaven  would  do  it. 
It  is  beautiful — spiritually  beautiful — the  very  incarnation  of  sen- 
timent and  loveliness.  In  its  mechanical  execution,  it  reminds 
one  of  the  Appolino  in  the  Tribune  of  the  Royal  Gallery.* 

The  Eve  exhibits  less  sentiment,  but  more  character.  She  is 
not  only  beautiful,  but  great — bearing  in  her  aspect  the  conscious- 
ness she  is  the  mother  of  a  mighty  race.  In  all  the  paintings  of 
Eve,  she  is  simply  a  beautiful  woman,  and  indeed  we  do  not  be- 
lieve that  any  one  but  an  American  or  an  Englishman  could  con- 
ceive a  proper  idea  of  Eve.  Passion  and  beauty  a  Frenchman 
and  an  Italian  can  paint,  but  moral   character,  the  high  purpose 

*  We  have  been  told  a  ludicrous  anecdote  of  this  Greek  slave  and  an  ig- 
norant but  wealthy  American,  for  the  truth  of  which  we  cannot  personally 
vouch.  An  American,  who  had  suddenly  acquired  great  wealth  by  specula- 
tion, took  it  into  his  head  to  travel,  and  finding  himself  at  length  in  Florence, 
made  a  visit  to  Mr.  Powers'  Studio.  Looking  over  the  different  statues,  his 
eye  rested  on  the  Greek  Slave.  "  What  may  you  call  that  are  boy  ?"  said  he. 
"  The  Greek  Slave,"  replied  Mr.  Powers.  "  And  what  maybe  the  price  of  it?" 
continued  our  Yankee.  "Three  thousand  dollars"  was  the  answer,  as  the 
artist  gazed  a  moment  at  the  odd  specimen  of  humanity  before  him.  "  Three 
thousand  dollars .'"  he  exclaimed, — "  you  don't  say  so,  now.  Why,  I  thought 
of  buying  something  on  you,  but  that's  a  notch  above  me.  Why,  statiary  is 
riZi  ain't  it  ?" 
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of  calm  thought  and  conscious  greatness,  they  have  not  the  most 
dim  conception  of.  There  is  a  noble  Lucretia  in  the  gallery  of 
Naples — a  fine  Portia  in  Genoa,  and  Cleopatras  by  great  painters 
in  abundance  everywhere,  but  not  one  figure  that  even  dimly 
shadows  forth  what  the  mother  of  mankind  ought  to  be.  Stern 
purpose  and  invincible  daring  are  often  seen  in  female  heads  and 
figures  by  the  great  masters,  but  the  simple  greatness  of  intellect 
seldom. 

Powers'  Eve  is  a  woman  with  a  soul  as  well  as  heart,  and  as 
she  stands  with  the  apple  in  her  hand,  musing  on  the  fate  it  in- 
volves, and  striving  to  look  down  the  dim  and  silent  future  it 
promises  to  reveal,  her  countenance  indicates  the  great,  yet  silent 
struggle  within.  Wholly  absorbed  in  her  own  reflections,  her 
countenance  unconsciously  brings  you  into  the  same  state  of  deep 
and  painful  thought.  She  is  a  noble  woman — too  nohle  to  he  lost. 
We  wonder  this  subject  has  not  been  more  successfully  treated 
before.  There  is  full  scope  for  the  imagination  in  it ;  and  not  a 
permission,  but  a  demand,  for  all  that  is  beautiful  and  noble  in  a 
created  being.  It  has  the  advantage  also  of  fact,  instead  of  fic- 
tion, while  at  the  same  time  the  fact  is  greater  than  any  fiction. 

In  composing  this  work,  Mr.  Powers  evidently  threw  all  the 
Venuses  and  goddesses  overboard,  and  fell  back  on  his  own  crea- 
tive genius,  and  the  result  is  a  perfect  triumph.  Some,  even 
good  critics,  have  gone  so  far  as  to  give  this  the  preference  to  the 
Venus  di  Medici.  The  head  and  face,  taken  separately,  are 
doubtless  superior.  The  first  impression  of  the  Venus  is  unfa- 
vorable. The  head  and  face  are  too  small,  and  inexpressive. 
But  after  a  few  visits  this  impression  is  removed,  and  that  form, 
wrought  with  such  exquisite  grace,  and  so  full  of  sentiment, 
grows  on  one's  love,  and  mingles  in  his  thoughts,  and  forms  for- 
ever after  the  image  of  beauty  in  the  soul.  Our  first  exclama- 
tion on  beholding  it  was  one  of  disappointment,  and  we  unhesita- 
tingly gave  Mr.  Powers'  Eve  the  preference.  But  memory  is 
more  faithful  to  the  Venus  than  to  the  Eve.  There  is  something 
more  than  the  form  of  a  goddess  in  that  figure — there  is  an  at- 
mosphere of  beauty  beyond  and  around  it — a  something  intangi- 
ble yet  real — making  the  very  marble  sacred.  One  may  forget 
Other  statues,  and  the  particular  impression  they  made  grows  dim 
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with  time,  but  Venus,  once  imaged  on  the  heart,  remains  there 
forever,  in  all  its  distinctness  and  beauty. 

Mr.  Powers  told  me  he  had  thirty  different  females  as  models 
for  his  Eve  alone.  She  must  be  a  rare  being  who  would  com- 
bine, in  her  single  person,  the  separate  attractions  of  thirty  beau, 
tiful  women,  and  yet  the  artist  finds  her  still  too  ugly  for  the  per. 
feet  being  of  his  fancy,  and  turns  away  dissatisfied  to  his  ideal 
form.  If  Jupiter  was  an  artist,  and  Minerva  sprang  out  of  his 
forehead  the  living  image  of  his  idea  of  a  perfect  woman,  she 
would  be  well  worth  seeing. 

Clevenger*  is  also  a  true  artist.  His  great  work  is  an  Indian 
Chief.  It  is  a  noble  figure,  and  shows  conclusively  that  our  In- 
dian wild  bloods  furnish  as  good  specimens  of  well-knit,  graceful 
and  athletic  forms  as  the  Greek  wrestlers  themselves.  He  stands 
leaning  on  his  bow,  with  his  head  slightly  turned  aside,  and  his 
breath  suspended  in  the  deepest  listening  attitude,  as  if  he  ex- 
pected every  moment  to  hear  again  the  stealthy  tread  his  ear  had 
but  partially  caught  a  moment  before.  Clevenger  is  an  open- 
hearted,  fuU-souled  man — western  in  all  his  tastes  and  great  char- 
acteristics— and  designs  to  spend  his  life  in  our  western  country, 
to  let  his  fame  grow  up  with  its  growing  people.     Among  Clev- 

enger's  minor  works  was  a  beautiful  bust  of  Miss ,  of  New 

York,  a  perfect  gem  in  its  way. 

I  asked  him  what  he  thought  an  Indian  would  say  to  meet  in 
the  forest  his  statue,  painted,  and  tricked  off  in  savage  costume. 
He  laughed  outright  at  the  conception,  and  replied,  "  He  would 
probably  stand  still  and  look  at  it  a  moment  in  suspense,  and  then 
exclaim  ugh.  That  would  be  the  beginning  and  end  of  Jiis  criti- 
cism." 

Close  to  Clevenger's  studio  is  that  of  Brown,  the  sculptor.  He 
was  also  engaged  on  an  Indian — not  a  warrior,  or  hunter,  but  a 
boy  and  a  poet  of  the  woods.  Indians,  among  the  gods  and  god- 
desses of  Florence,  were  a  new  thing,  and  excited  not  a  little 
wonder ;  and  it  was  gratifying  to  see  that  American  genius  could 
not  only  strike  out  a  new  path,  but  follow  it  successfully. 

But  I  forget  my  Poetic  Indian  Boy,  though  it  is  not  so  easy  to 

*  Since  dead 
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forget  him,  for  his  melancholy,  thoughtful  face  haunts  me  like  a 
vision,  and  I  often  say  to  myself,  "  I  wonder  what  has  become  of 
that  dreamy  boy."  In  it,  Mr.  Brown  has  endeavored  to  body 
forth  his  own  nature,  which  is  full  of  "  musing  and  melancholy." 
The  boy  has  gone  into  the  woods  to  hunt,  but  the  music  of  the 
wind  among  the  tree  tops,  and  the  swaying  of  the  great  branches 
above  him,  and  the  mysterious  influence  of  the  deep  forest,  with 
its  multitude  of  low  voices,  have  made  him  forget  his  errand ; 
and  he  is  leaning  on  a  broken  tree,  with  his  bow  resting  against 
his  shoulder,  while  one  hand  is  thrown  behind  him,  listlessly 
grasping  the  useless  arrow.  His  head  is  slightly  bent,  as  if  in 
deep  thought,  and  as  you  look  on  the  face,  you  feel  that  forest  boy 
is  beyond  his  years,  and  has  begun  too  early  to  muse  on  life  and 
on  man.  The  effect  of  the  statue  is  to  interest  one  deeply  in  the 
fate  of  the  being  it  represents.  You  feel  that  his  life  will  not 
pass  like  the  life  of  ordinary  men.  This  effect,  the  very  one  the 
artist  sought  to  produce,  is  of  itself  the  highest  praise  that  could 
be  bestowed  on  the  work. 

Mr.  Brown  corroborated  an  impression  often  forced  on  me  in 
Italy,  that  the  Italians  are  almost  universally  disproportioned  in 
their  limbs.  The  arms  of  opera  singers  had  always  appeared 
awkwardly  proportioned,  which  Mr.  Brown  told  me  was  true, 
and  that  the  same  criticism  held  good  of  the  lower  limbs  of  both 
sexes,  and  that  often  when  he  thought  he  had  found  a  perfect 
form,  and  one  that  indeed  did  answer  remarkably  to  the  standard 
of  measurement  considered  faultless  by  artists,  he  was  almost 
universally  disappointed  in  the  shortness  of  the  limbs  between  the 
knee  and  ankle.  Here  is  a  fact  for  our  ladies,  and  upsets  some 
of  our  theories  of  the  beauty  of  Italian  forms.  Mr.  Brown,  who 
has  had  models  in  both  countries,  declares  that  the  American 
form  harmonizes  with  the  right  standard  oftener  than  the  Italian. 
The  Italian  women  have  finer  busts,  which  give  them  an  erect 
and  dignified  appearance,  and  a  firmer  walk. 

There  is  a  new  artist  just  risen  in  Florence,  who  threatens  to 
take  the  crown  off  from  Powers'  head.  His  name  is  Dupre — a 
Frenchman  by  extraction,  though  an  Italian  by  birth.  Originally 
a  poor  wood  engraver,  he  designed  and  executed  last  year,  un- 
known to  any  body,  the  model  of  a  dead  Abel.     Without  advan- 


AMERICAN  ARTISTS  IN  FLORENCE.  201 

cing  in  the  usual  way  from  step  to  step,  and  testing  his  skill  on 
busts,  and  inferior  subjects,  he  launched  off  on  his  untried  powers 
into  the  region  of  highest  effort.  A  year  ago  this  winter,  at  the 
annual  exhibition  of  designs  and  statues  in  Florence,  young 
Dupre  placed  his  Abel  in  the  gallery.  No  one  had  seen  it — no 
one  had  heard  of  it.  Occupying  an  unostentatious  place,  and 
bearing  an  unknown  name,  it  was  at  first  passed  by  with  a  cur- 
sory glance.  But  somehow  or  other,  those  who  had  seen  it  once 
found  themselves  after  awhile  returning  for  a  second  look,  till  at 
length  the  whole  crowd  stood  grouped  around  it,  in  silent  admira- 
tion— our  own  artists  among  the  number.  It  became  immedi- 
ately the  talk  of  the  city,  and,  in  a  single  week,  the  poor  wood 
engraver  vaulted  from  his  humble  occupation,  into  a  seat  among 
the  first  artists  of  his  country.  A  Russian  princess  passing 
through  the  city  saw  it,  and  was  so  struck  with  its  singular 
beauty,  that  she  immediately  ordered  a  statue,  for  which  the  art- 
ist is  to  receive  four  thousand  dollars.  Many  of  the  artists  be- 
came envious  of  the  sudden  reputation  of  Dupre,  and  declared 
that  no  man  ever  wrought  that  model,  and  could  not — that  it  was 
moulded  from  a  dead  body,  and  the  artist  was  compelled  to  get 
the  affidavits  of  his  models  to  protect  himself  from  slander. 

I  regard  this  figure  equal,  if  not  superior,  in  its  kind,  to  any 
statue  ever  wrought  by  any  sculptor  of  any  age.  It  is  not  proper, 
of  course,  to  compare  it  with  the  Venus  di  Medici,  or  Apollo  Bel- 
videre,  for  they  are  of  an  entirely  different  character.  The  dead 
son  of  Niobe,  in  the  Hall  of  Niobe,  in  the  Royal  Gallery,  is  a 
stiff  wooden  figure  compared  to  it.  The  only  criticism  I  could 
utter  when  I  first  stood  over  it  was,  "  Oh  how  dead  he  lies .'" 
There  is  no  marble  there,  it  is  all  flesh — flesh  flexible  as  if  the 
tide  of  life  poured  through  it — yet  bereft  of  its  energy.  The 
beautiful  martyr  looks  as  if  but  just  slain,  and  before  the  muscles 
became  rigid  and  the  form  stiff,  had  been  thrown  on  a  hill  side, 
and  with  his  face  partly  turned  away,  and  one  arm  flung  back  de- 
spairingly over  his  head,  he  lies  in  death  as  natural  as  the  human 
body  itself  would  rest.  The  same  perfection  of  design  and  exe- 
cution is  exhibited  in  all  the  details,  and  the  whole  figure  is  a  no- 
ble monument  of  modern  genius.  Being  a  new  thing,  and  hence 
Hut  down  in  the  guide-books,  most  travellers  have  passed  through 
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Florence  without  seeing  it.  We  were  indebted  for  our  pleasure 
to  a  young  attache  who  has  resided  some  years  in  the  city,  and 
hence  is  acquainted  with  all  its  objects  of  interest. 

Dupre  is  now  engaged  on  a  Cain,  which  is  to  stand  over  the 
Abel.  It  was  with  great  difficulty  we  got  access  to  it,  it  being 
yet  in  an  unfinished  state.  This  is  also  a  noble  figure,  of  mag- 
nificent proportions,  and  wonderful  muscular  power.  He  stands 
gazing  down  on  his  dead  brother,  terror-struck  at  the  new  and 
awful  form  of  death  before  him,  his  face  working  with  despair 
and  horror,  and  his  powerful  frame  wrought  into  intense  action  by 
the  terrible  energy  of  the  soul  within.  This  is  a  work  of  great 
merit,  but  in  our  estimation  falling  far  below  the  Abel.  The  at- 
titude is  too  theatrical,  and  the  whole  expression  extravagant  and 
overwrought. 

Dupre  is  a  handsome  man,  with  large  black  eyes  and  /  melan- 
choly features. 

Yours  truly. 
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LETTER  XLI. 

Venus  di  Medici — Titian's  Venuses — Death  of  a  Child. 

Florence,  May. 

Dear  E. — I  do  not  design  to  write  you  often  from  Florence, 
since  the  great  attraction  here  are  the  paintings  and  statuary,  and 
iliose  cannot  be  written  about.  You  wish,  of  course,  to  know 
what  I  think  of  the  Venus  di  Medici.  Like  all  others  I  am  dis- 
appointed at  first  sight.  The  head  and  face  certainly  are  infe- 
rior in  expression  and  power  to  the  rest  of  the  figure.  But  the 
form  itself  grows  on  one  the  oftener  he  sees  it,  till  it  becomes  a 
part  of  the  world  of  beauty  within,  and  enters  into  all  his  after 
creations.  The  Tribune,  as  it  is  called,  or  circular  room,  in 
which  it  stands,  is  a  rare  spot.  A  row  of  the  choicest  statuary 
surrounds  it,  while  the  walls  are  hung  with  exquisite  paintings. 
The  two  naked  Venuses  by  Titian,  hanging  behind  the  Venus  di 
Medici,  are  admirably  painted,  but  to  me  disgusting  pictures,  from 
their  almost  beastly  sensuality.  I  should  think  Titian  might 
have  conceived  the  design  of  them  when  half  drunk,  and  took  his 
models  from  a  brothel.  I  have  no  patience  with  such  prostitution 
of  genius.  The  marble  Venus  has  something  of  the  goddess 
about  her.  There  is  an  atmosphere  of  purity — divinity  if  you 
please — surrounding  it,  that  holds  you  as  by  a  spell. 

The  Flora,  so  called,  of  Titian,  in  another  apartment  of  this 
gallery,  is  surpassingly  lovely.  I  would  give  his  two  Venuses, 
nay,  a  hundred  of  them,  for  this  single  picture.  The  group  of 
Niobe  disappointed  me.  With  the  exception  of  Niobe  herself  and 
her  two  daughters,  the  figures  struck  me  as  commonplace.  This 
whole  royal  gallery  is  a  wealth  of  art.  It  was  once  offered  to 
Pitt  for  a  reasonable  sum,  but  that  statesman  had  got  England 
too  deep  under  water  already  to  plunge  her  deeper  by  the  pur- 
chase of  works  of  art. 
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In  the  cabinet  of  antique  bronzes  is  an  eagle  of  the  24th  Ro- 
man Legion.  I  do  not  know  when  I  have  seen  an  object  that  in- 
terested me  more.  Long,  long  ago,  when  Rome  was  in  her  glory, 
it  had  soared  aloft  amid  the  smoke  of  battle  and  the  shock  of  ar- 
mies, the  sign  and  hope  of  this  glorious  old  legion,  leading  it  on  to 
victory  and  triumph.  It  had  survived  all  who  bore  it,  and,  like 
the  legion  itself,  had  now  sunk  to  rest.  Its  brazen  wings  will  no 
more  float  over  the  field  of  the  slain,  nor  its  victorious  beak  bathe 
itself  in  the  blood  of  its  foes.  It  is  now  only  a  relic  like  the  tombs 
of  the  Caesars  themselves. 

The  Pitti  gallery,  in  the  Ducal  Palace,  is  the  finest  collection 
of  paintings  in  the  world,  but  I  shall  not  describe  one — only,  if 
you  ever  go  there,  inquire  out  a  head  said  to  be  by  Vandyke,  be- 
cause they  don't  know  to  whom  else  to  attribute  it.  Every  artist 
will  know  what  you  mean.  I  consider  it  the  most  perfect  head 
and  face  ever  painted. 

This  evening  I  went  to  the  "  Cascine,''  or  royal  farms,  consti- 
tuting the  great  public  drive  and  promenade  of  Florence.  The 
Duke's  family  were  strolling  around,  quite  at  their  ease,  and  the 
whole  place  was  as  lively  as  Hyde  Park  at  5  o'clock  in  the  even- 
ing. I  walked  home  by  the  Arno,  and  entering  the  city,  wit- 
nessed one  of  those  spectacles  that  are  constantly  intruding  them- 
selves in  our  brighest  dreams,  and  turning  this  world  into  a  place 
of  tears.  As  I  was  passing  along  the  street,  a  little  child  hung 
playfully  across  the  sill  of  a  window,  in  the  fourth  story  ;  suddenly 
it  lost  its  balance,  and  came  like  a  flash  of  light  to  the  pavement. 
Its  delicate  form  was  crushed  into  one  common  mass  by  the  blow. 
The  mother  rushed  down  like  a  frantic  creature,  and  snatching 
it  to  her  bosom,  hurried  with  it  into  the  house.  A  few  spectators 
gathered  around  the  pool  of  blood  it  had  left  on  the  pavement. 
I  turned  away  sick  at  heart,  and  thinking  how  little  it  took  to  turn 
this  beautiful  world  into  a  gloomy  prison  house. 

But  sauntering  shortly  after  into  a  cafe,  I  forgot  the  mothel*, 
in  the  gay  groups  that  surrounded  me.  Here  I  met  my  friend 
Ferguson,  a  noble  man,  whose  face  always  made  me  think  bet- 
ter of  my  race.  I  afterwards  crossed  the  Arno,  and  spent  the 
eyening  with  an  English  family,  composed  of  some  seven  or  eight 
\X\  st\\,  and  intimate  friends  of  Carlyle.     The  conversation  turned 
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on  America,  and  I  could  not  restrain  a  smile,  at  the  queer  and 
endless  questions  put  me  of  our  country  ;  though  I  must  say, 
none  of  them  were  quite  so  absurd  as  a  remark  once  made  to 
one  of  my  most  distinguished  countrywomen  when  in  England. 
Speaking  of  the  United  States,  this  English  lady  very  profound- 
edly  observed  that  the  climate  in  our  country  must  be  delightfully 
cool  in  the  summer,  from  the  winds  Mowing  over  the  Cordilleras 
mountains.  Most  of  their  questions  were  of  our  Indians,  and 
their  forest  and  prairie  life  ;  how  they  looked,  walked,  and  talked, 
and  what  they  wore.  (With  regard  to  the  latter,  I  could  have 
much  better  told  what  they  did  not  wear.)  At  last  I  v/ent  over 
their  mode  of  warfare,  and  when  I  came  to  speak  of  their  terrific 
war-whoop — the  signal  of  the  onset — a  sweet  creature  of  fifteen, 
who  had  hitherto  sat  in  perfect  silence,  and  staring  eyes,  and  lips 
apart,  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  Oh  !  cannot  you  show  us  how  that 
war-whoop  sounds  ?"  I  stopped  and  thought  a  moment,  and  it 
was  well  I  did,  for  the  temptation  was  almost  irresistible  to  send 
that  excitable  creature,  like  a  startled  pigeon,  from  her  seat  by  a 
sudden  whoop,  which,  whether  Indian-like  or  not,  would  most 
certainly  have  met  with  a  response.  I  had  slightly  learned  the  art, 
when  a  boy,  from  an  old  Indian,  to  whom  I  used  to  give  a  cent 
X  whoop,  just  to  feel  my  blood  shiver,  as,  with  his  fingers  rapidly 
beating  his  lips,  he  sent  that  wild,  wavering  cry,  with  startling 
power  along  the  mountains  ;  and  I  felt  a  most  wicked  desire  just 
then  to  test  my  gifts.  Why  is  it  one  feels  at  times  this  irresisti- 
ble impulse  to  do  some  out-of-the-way  thing,  just  to  witness  its 
effect  ?  Just  then  Carlyle,  with  his  massive  head,  rose  before 
me  ;  and  I  imagined  him  quietly  asking  me  if  I  called  that  "  a 
well  authenticated  whoop." 

Late  at  night  I  left  this  circle  of  kind  friends,  with  whom  I  had 
spent  many  a  pleasant  hour  in  Italy,  and  with  the  full  round 
moon  riding  over  the  quiet  city,  and  throwing  its  silver  beams  on 
the  waters  and  bridges  of  the  Arno,  turning  them  all  into  poetry 
and  beauty,  I  passed  along  through  the  deserted  streets,  to  the 
Piazza  della  Santa  Croce.  The  sound  of  my  own  footsteps,  echoing 
amid  the  silent  palaces ;  and  the  glimmering  moonlight,  bathing 
all  in  its  saddening  beams,  filled  me  with  strange  feelings,  almost 
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like  forebodings  ;  and  I  arrived  at  my  lodgings  as  different  a  man 
from  the  one  I  was  when  amid  my  Indian  battles,  as  if  I  had 
changed  souls  within  the  last  half  hour.  Metempsychosis  does 
not  seem  at  times  so  strange  a  belief,  after  all. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XLIL 

Stroll  through  Florence — A  Dominican  Friar. 

Florence. 

Dear  E. — The  Duomo,  beautiful  as  it  is,  I  shall  not  attempt 
to  describe,  nor  the  Chapel  of  the  Medici.  Oh,  what  a  strange 
history  is  that  of  the  family  of  the  Medici !  What  bloody  mur- 
ders and  vice  stain  its  greatness  !  If  that  Pitti  palace  could  give 
back  all  the  revels  and  groans  it  has  heard,  no  man  would  enter 
its  portals. 

The  gardens  around  Florence  are  beautiful,  and  the  "  Giardino 
di  BohoW^  a  fairy  land.  You  can  stroll  for  hours  through  it 
without  satiety.  Florence  is  livelier  than  most  of  the  Italian 
tovi^ns,  and  I  should  prefer  it  far  before  any  other  portion  of  Italy, 
as  a  place  of  residence.  The  custom  of  putting  a  marble  tablet 
over  the  doors  of  houses,  where  some  distinguished  character 
has  lived  or  died,  saves  one  a  deal  of  trouble.  Thus  you  see 
where  Dante  was  born — Corinna  lived — Americus  Vespucci — 
(the  discoverer  of  America,  as  the  inscription  states) — made  it  his 
home — and  last,  though  not  least,  on  the  hill  near  Galileo's  tower, 
the  house  where  the  great  astronomer  died. 

To-day  has  been  one  of  my  strolling  days,  and  I  have  wander- 
ed hither  and  thither  in  search  of  incident  and  new  objects.  In 
the  morning  I  went  to  Fiesoli,  perched  on  a  hill-top,  and  over- 
looking the  gardens  of  Florence  and  the  rich  plain  through  which 
the  Arno  winds.  I  forgot  its  Etruscan  relics  in  the  lovely  view 
that  was  spread  out  below  me.  From  this  point,  Florence  look 
like  a  beautiful  picture  framed  in  a  garden,  which  is  itself  framed 
by  the  beautiful  hills. 

Walking  in  the  afternoon  along  the  main  street,  I  met  Mr. 

C a,  an  Italian  exile.     I  had  not  seen  him  since  he  left  the 

United  States,  and  did  not  expect  to  meet  him  here.     As  he  recog- 
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nized  me,  he  rushed  across  the  street,  and  in  true  Italian  man- 
ner, threw  his  arms  around  my  neck,  and  kissed  both  of  my 
cheeks.  This  being  kissed  by  men,  and  in  the  streets,  is  rather 
awkward  at  first,  but  one  soon  gets  accustomed  to  any  thing.  I 
took  the  embrace  as  it  was  intended  ;  and  knowing  that  I  stood,  in 
his  view,  as  a  representative  of  those  he  loved  in  America, 
having  no  particular  claim  on  him  myself,  I  distributed  the  kiss 
around  to  his  friends,  who  were  my  friends  ;  and  by  the  time  I 
got  through  with  what  I  deemed  a  fair  division,  I  found  nothing 
remaining  to  my  share. 

I  like  to  have  forgot  the  Laurentian  Library,  Vv'ith  its  manu- 
scripts and  illuminated  missals,  and  I  mention  them  now  only  to 
excite  your  cupidity  over  an  illuminated  copy  of  Petrarch,  with 
portraits  of  himself  and  Laura,  exquisitely  wrought  with  the 
pen,  and  the  Decameron  of  Boccaccio,  copied  by  his  friend,  and  a 
Virgil,  of  the  earliest  manuscript  edition. 

I  had  a  letter  of  introduction  to  a  friar  of  the  Dominican  Order, 
in  the  convent  of  St.  Mark,  who  showed  me  many  things  I  should 
otherwise  have  missed.  He  is  a  literary  man,  and  is  now  en- 
gaged in  a  biographical  sketch  of  the  lives  of  the  artists  of  the 
Dominican  order.  It  will  be  a  valuable  work.  In  roaming  with 
him  through  the  cloisters  and  library  of  the  convent,  I  fell  quite 
in  love  with  its  quietness,  and  ceased  to  wonder  men  could  pass 
their  lives  in  such  a  secluded  manner.  I  shall  ever  remember 
this  friar  with  pleasure  and  affection.  He  is  a  good  man,  if  there 
is  one  on  the  earth.  He  breakfasted  with  me  yesterday  morning, 
and  in  his  kindness  of  manner  and  liberality  of  feeling,  and  gentle- 
manly bearing,  I  forgot  the  light  robe  of  his  order  and  his  faith,  and 
felt  for  him  an  affection  and  regard  I  seldom  entertain  towards  a 
comparative  stranger.  The  cloisters  of  this  church  contain  some 
remarkable  frescoes,  executed  by  a  friar.  They  have  a  finish 
almost  like  that  of  a  miniature  painting.  My  English  friends 
were  very  anxious  to  get  a  peep  at  these  frescoes,  but  the  rules 
forbid  the  introduction  of  ladies  into  the  convent.  My  good 
friend  the  friar  presented  a  petition  to  the  prior  for  special  per- 
mission, but  before  it  could  be  granted,  it  would  be  necessary  to 
have  it  carried  up  to  the  archbishop ;  and  before  all  that  process 
could  be  gone  through  with,  I  knew  I  should  be  on  my  way  to 
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Switzerland.  He  gave  me  a  sly  hint,  however,  which  I  was  half 
a  mind  to  act  upon.  Being  very  anxious  to  have  the  ladies  see 
these  frescoes,  especially  as  they  were  very  desirous  to  do  so,  I 
asked  him  if  there  was  no  way  of  gaining  access  for  them  with- 
out the  ceremony  of  a  formal  permit.  "  No,"  said  he,  "  unless 
you  do  it  without  our  knowledge.  You  can  visit  the  convent ;  and 
it  sometimes  happens  that  the  door  to  that  painting  (the  principal 
one,  and  the  only  one  on  the  lower  floor)  is  left  open,  and  if  you 
should  take  advantage  of  it  and  go  in,  we  could  not  help  it,  you 
know."  I  understood  the  hint,  and  seeing  that  it  came  from  his 
overflowing  kindness  and  desire  to  grant  my  request,  I  felt  un- 
bounded gratitude  towards  him.  I  saw  he  was  willing  to  com- 
promise himself  to  please  me,  and  would  see  that  the  door  ivas 
left  open  in  that  very  supposable  manner.  I  could  not  expose 
such  goodness  to  the  least  inconvenience,  and  felt  that  I  would 
rather  disappoint  myself  and  my  friends  a  hundred  times  over, 
than  cause  him  trouble  on  our  behalf. 

In  this  convent  they  make  a  peculiar  kind  of  cordial,  which 
they  keep  in  a  sort  of  druggist's  shop  close  by  the  cloisters,  and 
where  a  friar  stands  always  ready  to  supply  the  purchaser.  With 
this  good  Dominican  I  visited  a  friar  artist,  of  his  own  order,  whose 
studio  was  in  one  of  the  old  cells  of  the  convent.  He  stood  with 
pallet  in  hand,  dressed  in  the  robes  of  his  order,  before  a  picture 
of  a  beautiful  woman  as  I  entered,  which  he  seemed  contempla- 
ting with  no  ordinary  interest.  He  was  a  superb  man  in  his 
physique,  and  in  the  large  dark  eye  and  jet  black  curling  hair, 
clustering  gracefully  around  his  ample  forehead,  you  could  dis- 
cern the  poet  and  the  dreamer  far  more  than  the  devout  friar. 
Exquisite  paintings  by  himself  of  female  figures  and  heads,  were 
scattered  around  the  room ;  and  I  must  confess,  this  evidence  of 
the  good  taste  of  the  priest  increased  my  respeet  for  him  every 
moment  I  remained  in  his  studio.  He  has  one  of  those  faces  I 
never  forget  to  remotest  time.  His  great  black  eyes  seemed  to 
look  into  my  very  soul.  On  my  last  visit  to  my  friar  friend,  I  took 
a  cup  of  coffee  with  him  in  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  convent,  and 
then  bade  him  good  bye.  His  farewell  was  unaffected,  yet  full 
of  kindness,  and  he  wished  all  blessings,  present  and  to  come, 
upon  my  head,  God  bless  liim,  and  would  there  were  more  men 
in  our  world  as  good  as  he.       ,  f.  Truly  yours. 


210  LETTERS  FROM  ITALY. 


LETTER  XLin. 

risa — Condition  of  Italian  Peasantry — Silver  Mines — Seravezza  Quarries — 
Love  Scene  of  Peasants — Pass  of  the  Apennines. 

Genoa. 

Dear  E. — I  have  skipped  over  many  of  the  details  of  Florence, 
not  because  they  were  uninteresting  to  me,  but  because  they 
ivould  be  to  you.  I  could  describe  (with  the  help  of  a  guide- 
book) the  magnificent  doors  of  the  Baptistry  and  the  Campanile, 
and  Duomo  itself,  but  it  would  be  only  description.  I  had  thought 
of  taking  a  boat  from  Florence  to  Pisa,  and  so  sail  down  the  Arno. 
If  I  could  have  been  assured  pleasant  weather,  I  should  have 
done  it,  but  two  days  in  an  open  boat,  and  drenched  with  rain, 
would  have  quite  killed  the  romance  of  the  thing. 

We  took  a  light  carriage  and  reached  Pisa  before  night.  Ma- 
king but  a  short  stay  in  it,  I  will  only  say  the  quay  along  the  Ar- 
no is  very  beautiful,  and  the  Duomo,  Baptistry,  Campo  Santo  and 
leaning  tower,  standing  together  and  rising  out  from  the  green 
field  on  which  they  are  placed,  form  one  of  the  most  striking 
architectural  views  I  ever  saw.  They  alone  are  worth  a  long 
journey  to  see.  The  road  from  thence  to  Lucca  is  decidedly  the 
most  charming  one  I  ever  travelled.  Now  winding  along  stream- 
lets, and  now  almost  embowered  in  the  grape  vines  that  hang  along 
its  margin,  with  no  fences  to  mar  the  beauty,  and  now  opening  on 
a  sweet  plain — it  presents  a  constant  succession  of  scenes,  the  last 
ever  seeming  the  most  beautiful. 

Lucca  itself  stands  in  the  centre  of  an  extended  plain,  sur- 
rounded with  a  most  perfect  and  symmetrical  wall.  Its  baths  are 
world  renowned.  On  my  route  I  was  struck  with  the  improved 
character  of  the  Tuscan  peasantry  compared  with  other  parts  of 
Italy. 

The  peasantry  of  Italy,  as  a  general  thing,  are  more  virtuous 
than  the  richer  classes,  and  in  many  provinces  do  not  suffer  for 
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the  necessaries  of  life.  The  difference  in  this  respect  in  the  dif- 
ferent sections,  is  as  great  as  that  between  the  cuhivated  and  un- 
cultivated land  of  those  regions.  Field-work,  which  in  our  coun- 
try is  chiefly  confined  to  the  men,  except  in  the  slave  districts,  is 
here  performed  also  by  women.  Wheat  is  generally  sown  in 
drills,  and  after  it  has  reached  a  certain  height  is  weeded  out  gen- 
erally by  females  and  boys,  who  pass  between  the  rows  with  nar- 
row hoes.  The  peculiar  costumes  of  the  peasantry  often  gives 
them  a  very  picturesque  appearance  in  the  fields.  I  have  seen 
in  the  wheat  fields  near  Naples  twelve  or  fifteen  women  in  a  group, 
each  with  a  napkin  folded  on  the  top  of  her  head,  to  protect  it 
from  the  sun — while  the  dark  spencer  and  red  skirt  open  in  front 
and  pinned  back  so  as  to  disclose  a  blue  petticoat  beneath — con- 
trasted beautifully  with  the  bright  green  field  that  spread  away  on 
every  side.  They  usually  go  to  their  work  in  the  morning  with 
their  distaff's  in  their  hands,  spinning  as  they  walk. 

The  distaff  is  one  of  those  characteristics  of  the  country  you 
meet  at  every  turn.  It  is  like  a  common  distaff  and  held  under 
the  arm,  while  the  spindle  rests  in  the  hand.  The  flax  is  pulled 
out  into  a  thread  in  the  usual  way,  when  the  spindle  is  dropped 
and  a  twirl  given  it  as  it  falls,  so  that  it  hangs  dangling  by  the 
thread  and  twisting  it  as  it  revolves.  I  have  often  stopped  of  a 
bright  morning  and  watched  these  picturesque  groups,  slowly 
sauntering  along  to  their  labor.  Many  of  them  will  ask  alms 
as  you  pass,  as  a  mere  matter  of  economy.  To  a  cheerful  looking 
woman  who  asks  you  for  money,  you  cannot  well  refuse  a  few  pen- 
nies. It  is  sought  and  obtained  in  a  single  minute,  and  yet  it  is 
the  price  of  a  whole  day's  labor.  In  the  country  between  Naples 
and  Rome,  some  parts  of  which  are  very  beautiful,  the  wages  of 
a  woman  in  the  field  is  a  Carline,  or  eight  cents  per  day,  and  she 
finds  herself.  One  can  hardly  conceive  how  eight  cents  would 
buy  her  daily  food,  much  less  clothe  and  shelter  her,  but  it  is  in- 
credible on  what  a  small  sum  an  Italian  will  live.  Many  a  poor 
noble  would  be  supremely  happy  could  he  have  the  income  of  our 
common  clerks. 

Travellers  who  follow  the  main  routes  know  little  of  the  char- 
acter of  the  Italian  peasantry.  Around  the  hotels  and  villages 
they  have  become  contaminated  by  foreigners.     But  go  back  into 
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the  mountains  and  the  extreme  politeness  and  civility  you  meet 
at  every  turn  endear  them  lo  you  before  you  are  aware  of  it. 
Male  and  female  salute  you  as  you  pass,  and  in  such  a  pleasant 
manner  that  you  scarcely  regard  yourself  as  a  foreigner. 

Visiting  the  silver  mines  on  the  borders  of  Lucca  and  Carrara,  1 
was  struck  with  the  change  of  character  of  the  lower  classes 
immediately  on  leaving  the  main  road.  But  the  pleasure  I  re- 
ceived was  soon  forgotten  in  the  sad  spectacle  that  met  me  as  I 
approached  the  mines.  I  never  saw  paler  and  more  woe-begone 
faces  than  those  of  the  females  I  found  myself  among.  They 
were  mostly  young  women,  but  poor,  with  sunken  eyes,  and 
colorless  cheeks,  and  a  perfect  marble  expression  of  features. 
They  are  employed  in  various  departments,  but  chiefly  in  wash- 
ins;  silver  dust.  Whether  it  be  the  cold  mountain  water  in  which 
their  arms  are  constantly  bathed,  or  the  influence  of  the  metal 
they  separate,  or  both,  I  know  not — but  our  hard-driven  factory 
girls  look  like  rose-buds,  compared  to  them.  We  went  through 
the  mines  with  the  head  miner,  and  when  we  left  him,  astonished 
him  beyond  measure  with  the  present  of  half  a  dollar :  "  e  molto 
genorosoj'^  said  he.  We  had  employed  him  but  half  an  hour, 
and  that  after  his  day's  work  was  done,  and  yet  he  received  for 
it  a  whole  day's  wages. 

Returning  from  these  mines  just  at  evening  we  met  one  of  tliose 
dandy  peasants  we  often  see  painted,  but  seldom  encounter.  A 
perfect  rustic  Adonis  with  flowing  locks  and  rosy  cheeks,  and 
beautiful  bright  and  laughing  eye — he  had  that  jaunty  air  and 
rollicking  gait  which  characterizes  your  peasant  beau.  His  hat 
was  set  rakishly  on  one  side,  while  his  flashy  vest  and  careless 
costume  gave  him  a  decidedly  reckless  appearance.  But  he  was  a 
handsome  fellow,  and  as  he  passed  us  v/ith  his  oxen  and  cart  he 
trolled  away  a  careless  ditty.  A  peasant  girl  stepped  into  the 
road  that  moment  and  joined  him,  but  it  did  not  look  exactly  like 
a  casual  meeting.  As  they  walked  on  side  by  side,  he  had  such 
a  good-for-nothing  scape-grace  look  that  I  could  not  help  calling 
out  to  him.  They  both  looked  back  and  laughed,  when  he  sudden- 
ly seized  her  by  the  waist  and  gave  her  a  kiss  that  fairly  rung 
again.  The  blow  that  followed  sent  him  half  way  across  the 
road  and  made  my  ears  tingle  in  sympathy. 
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The  next  day  '*ve  went  into  the  mountains  to  visit  the  Seravezza 
quarry,  and  also  the  Mercury  mines.  These  last  are  very  un- 
profitable and  dreadfully  destructive  of  human  life.  Mr.  Powers 
uses  the  Seravezza  marble  exclusively.  Wandering  amid  the 
hovels,  and  along  a  mountain-stream,  that  disclosed  at  every  step 
some  new  beauty  in  the  stupendous  scenery  that  enclosed  me,  I 
entirely  lost  track  of  my  companions.  Discovering  at  length 
they  had  gone  to  the  top  of  the  mountain  to  visit  the  highest  quar- 
ries, I  v/as  fool  enough  to  follow.  But  after  winding  up  and  up 
for  a  long  time,  I  became  confused  in  the  multitude  of  paths  that 
continually  crossed  and  intersected  mine.  But  while  I  stood  mid- 
way on  the  mountain  doubtful  what  course  to  take,  a  young  wo- 
man about  eighteen  years  of  age  overtook  me.  She  was  decidedly 
pretty,  with  a  slight  and  graceful  form.  The  everlasting  distaff 
was  in  her  hand,  and  she  spun  away  as  she  slowly  ascended  the 
zigzag  path.  I  inquired  the  road  to  the  quarries,  she  told  me 
she  was  on  her  Vv^ay  there  and  would  accompany  me.  We  fell 
into  a  chit-chat — sustained  as  well  as  could  be  expected  with  my 
bad  Italian  on  one  side,  and  her  miserable  patois  on  the  other.  I 
asked  her  if  she  was  carrying  the  dinner  to  her  friends  in  the 
quarries.  "  Oh  no,"  she  replied.  Ah,  said,  I,  in  true  Yankee  in- 
quisitiveness,  I  suppose  you  are  going  up  to  visit  your  husband  '^ 
She  burst  into  a  clear  laugh  and  replied,  "  Oh,  no,  I  am  not  mar- 
ried.'' Well,  then,  said  I  in  perfect  vv^onder,  what  are  you  climb- 
ing this  tremendous  hill  for  ?  "  Oh,  I  carry  quadrelte,''  she  an- 
swered. "  Quadrette  !"  I  exclaimed,  what's  that  ?  On  inquiry  I 
found  that  she  was  employed  all  day  in  bringing  square  blocks  of 
marble  dressed  for  pavements  from  the  quarry  to  the  plain.  A 
thick  napkin  was  folded  on  the  top  of  her  head,  on  which  she 
placed  the  "  quadrette,"  square  pieces  of  marble,  and  descended 
with  them  to  the  manufactory  below.  It  was  a  mile  from  the 
bottom  to  the  top,  and  she  spun  as  she  ascended  the  mountain, 
and  then  returned  with  her  "quadrette."  A  mile  up  and  a  mile 
back,  made  each  trip  two  miles  long.  She  made  seven  a  day, 
and  received  for  each  only  a  cent  and  a  half.  Thus  she  travelled 
fourteen  miles  a  day,  and  carried  seven  miles,  a  heavy  stone,  and 
received  for  it  ten  cents.  I  looked  at  her  with  astonishment.  Her 
features  and  form  were  delicate,  and  her  voice  and  manner  and 
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all  were  so  gentle  and  sweet,  that  I  could  not  conceive  for  a  mo 
ment  that  such  a  life  of  drudgery  was  her  lot.     Yet  she  seemed 
cheerful  and  happy.     The  wages  of  the  men  were  about  twenty 
cents  per  day. 

Carrara,  which  we  took  on  our  route,  is  perfectly  engulfed  in 
the  mountains  that  furnish  its  marble.  The  day  before  we  reached 
here  we  crossed  the  Bracco,  one  of  the  loftiest  passes  of  the  Ap- 
ennines. A  tremendous  storm  swept  over  it  when  we  passed,  and 
the  wind  threatened  at  times  to  lift  our  carriage — wheels,  horses, 
and  all,  and  send  us  over  the  cliffs.  The  mist  boiling  up  from 
the  gulf  below,  yet  concealing  their  depth — the  desolate,  naked 
ridges  that  would  now  and  then  cleave  its  massive  folds — the 
howling  of  the  blast,  and  the  deep  darkness  at  midday,  conspired 
to  render  it  a  scene  of  wild  sublimity,  and  at  times,  of  horror. 
But  the  approach  to  Genoa  the  next  day,  along  the  side  of  the 
mountain,  on  a  road  winding  midway  from  the  sea  to  the  summit, 
fully  compensated  for  the  gloom  of  the  day  before.  The  vexed 
Mediterranean  had  subsided  to  a  gentle  swell  that  fell  with  a  low 
murmur  far  below  us,  as  our  carriage  crawled  like  an  insect 
along  the  steep  breast  of  the  mountain,  while  far  away  white  sails 
were  skimming  the  blue  waves  as  though  winged  with  life.  Af- 
ter passing  through  several  galleries  cut  through  the  solid  marble, 
we  at  length  emerged  from  the  last  in  full  sight  of  Genoa,  and  the 
whole  riviera  between  us  and  it.  Its  white  palaces  and  towers 
at  that  distance,  and  seen  through  that  tunnel,  looked  like  a  city 
beheld  through  a  show-glass,  rather  than  real  stone  and  marble. 

Truly  yours. 
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LETTER  XLIV. 

King  of  Sardinia,  Contempt  of  Him — Censorship  of  the  Press — A  Smug- 
gling Priest. 

Genoa,  1843. 

Dear  E. — I  designed  to  stop  here  with  my  friend  during  the 
summer,  and  then,  perhaps,  go  to  Egypt  and  Palestine  in  the  win- 
ter, but  this  climate  is  poison  to  me — and  here  let  me  say  to  those 
who  visit  Italy  for  their  health,  to  ascertain  well  beforehand  what 
ails  them.  For  invalids  of  a  certain  character,  such  as  those 
troubled  with  pulmonary  affections,  this  climate  will  doubtless 
often  be  found  very  beneficial,  but  to  dyspeptics,  and  those  af- 
flicted with  the  whole  tribe  of  nervous  diseases,  it  is  the  very 
worst  climate  they  could  possibly  visit.  The  air  is  too  stimula- 
ting, and  produces  constant  excitement  where  the  very  reverse  is 
needed.  The  consequence  is,  that  most  of  the  Italians  themselves, 
who  in  our  country  would  be  nervous  dyspeptics,  are  here  luna- 
tics. A  sensitive  nervous  system  cannot  endure  the  stimulating 
air  and  diet  of  Italy.  I  have  tried  it  for  nearly  a  year,  and  now 
leave  it  sooner  than  I  designed,  and  far  worse  than  when  I  entered 
it.     So  you  may  expect  to  hear  next  from  me  at  Milan. 

The  King  has  just  left  the  city,  not  particularly  pleased,  I 
should  judge,  with  his  reception.  This  traitor,  and  Jesuit,  and 
religious  bigot,  and  tyrant,  is  looked  upon  by  the  Genoese  about 
as  favorably  as  the  angels  look  on  Satan.  The  streets  were 
filled  with  people,  but  scarcely  one  of  the  upper  classes  was 
among  them.  The  Royal  Palace  stands  on  Strada  Balbi,  just 
above  the  University,  and  the  King  condescended  to  walk  down 
the  street  past  it.  The  students  stood  in  the  door  and  court  with 
their  hats  on,  and  as  his  Majesty  passed,  coolly  turned  their  backs 
on  him.  A  year  ago  the  people  gave  him  an  illumination,  and 
when  the  nobles  and  authority  of  the  city  sent  to  know  his  feel- 
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ings  on  the  proposed  reception,  he  simply  returned  for  an  an- 
swer, "  the  King  deigns  to  grant  the  illumination."  This  was  a 
little  too  much  for  the  republican  Genoese. 

But  he  is  only  a  part  in  the  tyrannical  system.  The  censor- 
ship of  the  press  is  very  strict,  and  is  managed  by  three  commis- 
sioners— one  from  the  church,  to  look  after  the  heresy — one  from 
the  army,  and  one  from  the  civil  department.  The  wife  of  our 
Charge  related  an  amusing  incident  of  the  operation  of  this  cen- 
sorship, on  a  luckless  young  author.  He  had  written  a  work  for 
his  own  fame,  and  hence  endeavored  to  steer  clear  of  all  collision 
with  the  censors.  But  unfortunately,  and  very  probably  merely 
to  show  that  he  understood  a  little  English,  he  quoted  two  lines 
from  Campbell's  "  Pleasures  of  Hope,"  (I  quote  from  memory) — 

"  The  earth  was  waste  and  Eden  was  a  wild, 
And  man  the  hermit  sighed  till  woman  smiled." 

On  these  two  lines  the  book  was  condemned.  It  contained  Eng- 
lish heresy.  The  poor  author  was  thunderstruck  at  the  result, 
and  could  not  divine  the  error  contained  in  this  harmless  couplet. 
But  the  sharp  eye  of  the  priest  saw  in  it  a  stab  at  the  celibacy  of 
the  clergy,  and  the  old  Jesuit  was  right  enough.  It  was  the  sim- 
plest thing  in  the  world  to  prove  it.  If  in  Eden,  surrounded  with 
all  the  beauty  and  bloom  of  Paradise,  the  perfect  Adam  grew 
lonesome,  and  strolled  around  the  bright  walks  of  the  garden 
sighing  for  a  woman,  how  wretched  must  the  priest  be  in  our  de- 
generate state,  without  one. 

There  is  a  priest  here  I  often  walk  with.  One  day  we  went 
without  the  city  walls  and  strolled  off  tov/ards  a  little  settlement, 
when  to  my  surprise,  he  went  into  a  butcher's  shop  and  bought 
two  pieces  of  meat,  and  stuffed  them  into  a  sort  of  pea-jacket  he 
had  put  on  under  his  priestly  robe.  I  asked  him  why  he  came 
so  far  out  of  the  city  to  purchase  meat.  "  Oh,"  he  said,  "  to 
save  duty.  There  i-s  five  francs  duty,  for  instance,  on  every 
calf  that  is  brought  within  the  walls,  which  makes  meat  very 
high."  "  But,"  I  replied,  "  this  is  smuggling,  and  are  you  not 
afraid  of  being  detected  ?"  "  No,"  he  said,  "  they  would  not 
think  of  searching  me,  and  if  they  did,  they  could  do  no  more 
than  take  it  away  from  me."     Conversing  of  other  things  I  soon 
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forgot  all  about  the  meat,  but  not  so  my  friend,  the  priest.  After 
we  had  passed  the  second  gate  and  were  fairly  in  the  city,  he 
stopped,  and  said  in  English,  (which  he  was  very  anxious  to 
speak,)  "  E — av  escap — ed — wiv^— salvation."  Meaning  he  had 
got  through  safe.  The  pulpit  phrase,  however,  in  which  he  an- 
nounced it  completely  upset  my  gravity,  and  I  laughed  outright. 
Thinks  I  to  myself,  "  Old  fellow,  your  salvation  will  have  to  de- 
pend very  much,  I  am  afraid,  on  the  smuggling  principle  at  last." 

I  have  just  been  called  to  hasten  to  my  friend  L ,  who  has 

been  suddenly  taken  with  bleeding  at  the  lungs. 

Truly  yours. 


218  LETTERS  FROM  ITALY. 


LETTER  XLV. 

AUessandria — Battle-Field  of  Marengo— Pavia — Milan. 

Milan. 

Dear  E. — I  have  been  four  days  on  the  way  to  Milan,  in  order 
to  visit  the  battle-field  of  Marengo,  which  is  a  half  a  day's  journey 
out  of  the  way.  I  was  struck  with  the  care  taken  of  the  road 
over  the  Apennines.  It  is  not  only  smooth,  and  in  excellent  order, 
but  men  are  stationed  at  certain  intervals  during  the  summer 
months  to  wet  it  once  a  day  as  we  do  Broadway,  to  keep  the  dust 
down.     We  should  regard  this  at  home  an  entire  waste  of  labor. 

We  did  not  arrive  at  Marengo  in  time  to  visit  the  field  that 
evening,  so  passed  on  to  AUessandria,  where  we  stopped  over  night. 
This  is  the  strongest  fortified  inland  place  I  have  ever  seen. 
Well  manned  and  provisioned,  it  would  be  impossible  to  take  it* 
It  is  a  singular  city,  and  soldiers  seem  to  form  the  majority 
of  the  population.  The  peasantry  that  come  in  at  morning  to 
sell  fruit,  et  cetera,  are  a  squalid-looking  race. 

The  field  of  Marengo,  is  not  like  most  other  modern  battle 
grounds,  overrun  with  guides,  who  tell  you  some  truth  and  a 
good  deal  fable.  It  is  left  undisturbed,  and  not  a  guide  can  be 
found.  Few  visit  it,  and  I  found  a  written  description  I  had  in 
my  pocket  indispensable.  This  was  one  of  those  battles  where 
Bonaparte  excaped,  as  by  a  miracle,  utter  defeat.  The  Austrians 
were  full  40,000  strong,  while  Napoleon  could  muster  but  little 
more  than  half  that  number.  Napoleon  formed  three  lines  ;  one 
in  advance  of  Marengo  at  Padre  Buona  ;  one  at  Marengo ;  and 
one  behind  this  little  hamlet,  which  indeed  consists  of  scarcely 
more  than  half  a  dozen  houses.  The  first  line  was  under  Gar- 
donne ;  the  second  under  Victor ;  and  the  third  commanded 
by  Napoleon  in  person.     It  is  a  broad  plain,  with  nothing  to 
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intercept  the  charge  of  cavalry  for  miles,  beside  scattering  trees 
and  huts ;  with  the  exception  of  a  narrow,  but  deep  stream, 
with  a  miry  bottom,  that  passes  directly  in  front  of  Marengo. 
Here  Victor  stood.  The  Austrian  heavy  infantry  formed  in  the 
open  field  and  ^ame  down  on  Gardonne,  driving  him  back  on 
Victor,  posted  on  the  other  side  of  the  ravine.  The  tiralleurs 
of  both  armies  were  ranged  on  opposite  sides  of  this  stream,  and 
there,  with  the  muzzles  of  their  pieces  almost  touching,  stood  and 
fired  into  each  other's  faces  and  bosoms  for  two  hours.  It  did 
not  seem  possible,  as  I  stood  by  that  stream,  so  narrow  I  could 
almost  leap  across  it,  that  two  armies  could  stand  for  that  length 
of  time,  so  close  to  each  other,  and  steadily  fire  at  each  other. 
They  were  but  a  few  rods  apart ;  and  the  cannon  and  musketry 
together,  swept  down  whole  ranks  of  living  men.  At  length  the 
indomitable  Victor  was  compelled  to  retire  before  such  a  superior 
force,  and  fell  back  on  Lannes,  who  was  advancing  to  meet  him. 
The  two  formed  a  second  line  of  defence,  but  the  furious  charge 
of  the  Austrians  drove  them  back;  while  General  Elsnitz  having 
marched  around,  attacked  him  on  the  right  flank,  and  began  to 
pour  squadron  after  squadron  of  his  splendid  cavalry  on  the  re- 
treating columns  of  Lannes.  But  the  stern  hero  immediately 
formed  his  troops  "  en  echelon"  and  retired  without  confusion. 
But  the  retreat  had  become  general,  and  had  the  Austrian  com- 
mander Melas  pushed  the  battle  here,  nothing  short  of  a  miracle 
could  have  saved  Bonaparte  from  utter  ruin.  But  he  thought 
the  battle  already  won,  and  that  it  was  now  only  a  pursuit,  and 
retired  to  the  rear,  weary  and  exhausted ;  and  no  wonder,  for  he 
was  eighty-four  years  of  age.  But  at  that  moment,  Desaix  ap- 
peared on  the  field,  bringing  up  the  reserve.  Desaix  rode  up  to 
Bonaparte  and  said,  "  I  think  this  must  be  put  down  as  a  battle 
lost."  "  I  think  it  is  a  battle  won,"  replied  Napoleon ;  "  push  on, 
and  I  will  rally  the  line  behind  you."  Riding  along  the  army 
he  had  just  stayed  in  its  rapid  retreat,  he  said,  "  Soldiers,  we  have 
retired  far  enough — let  us  now  advance — you  know  it  is  my  cus- 
tom to  sleep  on  the  field  of  battle."  At  that  moment  Desaix  led 
on  a  fresh  column  of  5000  grenadiers,  but  at  the  first  fire  he  fell 
dead,  shot  through  the  heart.  "  Alas  !  it  is  not  permitted  me  to 
weep,"  said  Napoleon.     "  On '"  and  they  did  on,  sweeping  line 
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after  line,  till  the  whole  army  was  routed,  and  the  battle  became 
a  slaughter.  The  Austrian  cavalry  fell  back  on  their  own  in- 
fantry, trampling  them  to  the  earth ;  while  the  French  horse 
charged  like  fire  over  the  broken  columns.  The  routed  army 
at  length  reached  the  Bormida,  and  were  precipjtated  down  its 
steep  banks  till  its  stream  was  choked  with  the  bodies  of  men 
and  horses,  rolled  by  thousands  into  its  purple  flood. 

Bonaparte's  star  was  still  in  the  ascendant. 

How  changed  was  the  scene  as  I  looked  upon  it.  The  herdsman 
was  watching  his  herd  on  the  quiet  plain,  and  the  careless  hus- 
bandman driving  his  plough  through  the  earth,  once  heaped 
with  the  dead.  The  Bormida  looked  as  if  it  never  had  re- 
ceived a  slain  army  in  its  bosom,  nor  its  bright  waters  been  dis- 
colored with  the  blood  of  men. 

That  night  we  slept  at  Pavia,  where  we  arrived  late  and 
weary,  having  been  detained  in  crossing  the  Po.  The  next 
morning  we  took  Certosa  in  our  way.  The  church  and  buildings 
standing  alone  and  with  no  village  near,  present  a  singular,  yet 
most  magnificent  appearance.  They  cover  ground  enough  to 
hold  a  large  village,  and  there  is  on  the  high  altar  pre- 
cious stones  enough  to  build  a  dozen  churches.  One  altar  piece 
is  composed  entirely  of  the  teeth  of  the  hippopotamus.  I  thought  I 
would  describe  this  one  church  to  you — built  by  a  rich  villain  to 
atone  for  his  piracies  and  robberies — but  I  believe  I'll  not  at- 
tempt it. 

I  have  now  been  several  days  in  Milan.  The  Marengo  gate  is 
beautiful,  and  so  are  the  "  Place  d'Armes,'^  and  the  promenade — 
but  I  have  an  eye  only  for  the  Cathedral ;  it  impresses  me  more 
than  St.  Peter's,  though  differently.  St.  Peter's  is  a  magnifi- 
cent temple — the  Milan  Cathedral,  a  magnificent  church.  Its 
beautiful  Gothic  architecture,  and  its  hundreds  of  statues  on  the 
outside  alone,  and  the  whole  fabric  of  white  marble,  do  not  affect 
me  so  much  as  the  solemn  interior.  The  lofty  nave,  and  im- 
mense columns — the  setting  sun  streaming  through  its  stained 
windows — and  the  gathering  gloom  of  twilight,  together  with  the 
pealing  organ,  have  subdued  me  more  than  I  thought  I  could  be 
subdued  by  mere  external  causes.      Every  evening  finds  me 
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there,  wandering  up  and  down  over  the  marble  pavement,  till  the 
worshippers  one  after  another  disappear,  and  the  deeper  darkness 
shuts  out  the  magnificent  proportions  that  so  charm  the  eye  and 
the  spirit. 

For  effect  it  is  superior  to  any  Church  or  Cathedral  I  ever  en- 
tered. 

Truly  yours 
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LETTER  XL VI. 

Character  of  the  People. 

Milan. 

Dear  E. — Perhaps  you  would  ask  me  what  I  noio  think  of 
Italian  character.  I  should  answer  that  my  first  impressions  had 
changed  very  little.  The  Italian  women  I  have  spoken  of  before. 
The  men  are  more  polite  than  Americans,  and  more  polished. 
They  treat  strangers  with  greater  kindness,  and  receive  them  with 
truer  hospitality.  Friendships,  too,  are  more  frequent  and  warmer 
among  them  than  with  us.  Indeed,  I  have  often  wondered  why 
in  our  country,  where  there  are  such  strong  domestic  and  social 
ties,  there  were  not  closer  friendships  among  men — they  are  scarce- 
ly known  in  the  higher,  purer  sense.  Here,  on  the  contrary, 
friendships  are  constantly  contracted,  marked  by  the  intensest  af- 
fection and  self-sacrifice.  I  have  often  watched,  in  my  own  coun- 
try, with  a  sort  of  stupid  amazement,  two  men  who  had  been  very 
intimate  in  prosperity,  suddenly  grow  quite  indifferent  when  mis- 
fortune had  overtaken  one.  A  friend  lets  an  unfortunate  friend 
struggle  on  in  poverty,  without  ever  thinking  of  sacrificing  a  few 
thousand  dollars,  if  by  it  he  should  circumscribe  his  own  enjoy- 
ments. No  one  complains  of  the  justice  of  this,  but  it  certainly 
shows  a  want  of  that  high  generous  affection,  which  is  worth 
more  to  a  man  than  money. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  intellect  m  Italy,  and  a  great  many 
bold,  decided  men,  but  the  mass  cannot  be  relied  upon.  The 
Italians  want  the  steadiness  of  the  English,  while  they  have  not 
the  headlong  impetuosity  of  the  French.  Hence,  they  shrink 
from  great  emergencies,  and  prefer  the  present  evils  that  afflict 
them,  to  greater  evils  they  may  encounter,  in  shaking  off*  the 
tyranny  under  which  they  groan.  Yet  there  is  courage  here,  if 
it  could  only  be  rightly  managed.     Whether  Italy  will  ever  as- 
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sume  her  proper  place  again  among  the  nations  of  the  earth,  is 
very  doubtful.  If  she  does,  she  will  be  the  first  nation  that  has 
grown  old  with  decay  and  again  become  regenerated.  In  this  re- 
spect, nations  follow  the  law  of  human  life.  If  age  once  seizes 
upon  them,  they  never  grow  young  again.  They  must  first  die, 
and  have  an  entirely  new  birth.  Everything  here  is  old.  Cities, 
houses,  churches,  and  all  are  old.  The  whole  economy  of  out- 
ward physical  life  must  be  radically  changed,  to  fit  the  spirit 
that  is  now  abroad  in  the  world.  Italy  was  great  in  a  peculiar 
age,  and  she  cannot  cope  with  those  which  are  the  birth  of 
another  age,  filled  with  another  spirit  and  principle  of  action. 
Indeed,  I  have  no  hope  in  the  multitude  of  conspiracies  and 
outbreaks  with  which  Italy  is  filled.  The  struggling  spirit  is  not 
strong  enough,  or  at  least  cannot  be  sufficiently  combined.  The 
poor  and  suffering  have  become  too  poor.  They  are  beggars,  that 
do  not  care  enough  for  liberty  to  fight  for  it.  Beside,  those  who 
should  guide  the  popular  will,  seem  to  lack  the  steady  energy 
that  inspires  confidence.  The  love  of  pleasure  and  its  pursuit 
takes  from  the  manliness  of  the  Italian  character,  so  necessary  to 
a  republican  form  of  government. 

The  northern  provinces  are  far  better  in  this  respect  than  the 
southern.  In  Genoa,  for  instance,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  nerve 
and  stern  republicanism  remaining,  which  may  yet  recall  the 
days  of  Spinola.  Let  the  police  over  her  be  as  lax  as  that  of 
Tuscany,  and  it  would  not  be  long  before  she  would  be  a  repub- 
lic again. 

The  Catholic  religion  is  most  certainly  losing  ground  here ; 
perhaps  I  should  not  say  this  particular  form  of  religion,  so  much 
as  the  power  of  the  priests.  The  people  think  more  for  them- 
selves than  formerly,  and  laugh  at  the  tricks  of  the  priests  which 
they  formerly  fully  believed.  Whatever  the  catechism  may  say, 
intelligent  Catholics  do  not  believe  in  the  Pope's  infallibility  any 
more  than  we  believe  in  the  infallibility  of  our  President ;  and 
the  multitude  of  friars  and  monks  are  openly  scorned.  There  is 
a  growing  contempt  for  the  whole  priesthood,  and  a  strong  dis- 
relish to  the  tax  which  the  church  levies  on  the  pocket.  The 
men  pay  less  and  less  attention  to  the  public  ceremonies  of  the 
church,  and  we  should  call  corresponding  action  at  home  seep- 
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ticism.  And  the  inevitable  result,  I  think,  of  the  present  form  of 
religion,  will  be  to  spread  infidelity.  Thus,  while  Catholicism, 
by  adapting  itself  to  the  institutions  of  every  new  country  into 
which  it  introduces  itself,  gains  a  foothold  and  spreads ;  it  loses 
in  its  own  land,  by  adhering  to  its  old  superstitions  and  nonsense, 
which  the  spirit  of  the  age  condemns.  Italy  is  now  nearly  half 
infidel,  and  we  do  not  believe  Paris  itself  is  more  given  to  infi- 
delity than  the  very  seat  of  his  holiness — Rome. 

What  this  infidelity  will  work,  is  more  than  we  can  tell. 
What  influence  it  will  have  on  political  matters,  will  depend  on 
circumstances,  which  no  one  can  foresee  or  predict.  But  one 
thing,  we  think,  is  certain,  however  much  the  Catholic  religion 
may  prevail ;  the  Pope  will  constantly  lose  power,  till  his  spirit- 
ual will  become  what  his  temporal  throne  now  is,  a  mere  shadow. 
Literature  is  doing  something  to  effect  a  change,  both  in  religion 
and  government.  Lucien  Bonaparte,  son  of  Joseph  Bonaparte, 
has  been  instrumental  in  getting  up  the  Scientific  Congress  of 
Milan,  composed  of  distinguished  literary  men  from  every  part  of 
the  Continent,  which  meets  annually  in  different  parts  of  Italy. 
It  is  too  imposing  a  body  to  be  crushed,  while  its  discussions  and 
publications  give  both  the  Pope  and  the  petty  despots  of  the 
provinces  much  uneasiness.  This  same  Bonaparte,  or  Prince  da 
Canino,  as  he  is  called,  is  doing  much  for  liberty.  With  his  black 
hair  and  moustache,  black  piercing  eyes,  and  corpulent  body,  and 
shuffling  gait,  he  goes  about  smiling  to  all,  and  beloved  by  all, 
while  the  republican  principles  of  the  French  Revolution  continu- 
ally prompt  him  to  act,  where  he  can  with  safety,  for  the  redemp- 
tion of  the  land  of  his  fathers. 

Truly  yours. 


THE  END. 
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